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Opening Doors 


Author's Notes: 
just something to occupy the time until Rubi come home to finish Karma's Happenstance. 


Opening Doors 
Nikki's POV 


1981 started off with me shoving a needle in my vein Not an entirely bad way to begin a year if you look at 
the bigger picture really. Crue was on top of the fucking world and we could do no wrong. | had more money 
than | could ever seem to blow. Drugs were every where | turned. Girls were on fucking tap. What more could 
| want? There is something.but l'm not telling you. 


"Nikki," | hear my name being called. | turn and look to see Slash and Izzy Stradlin approaching. They look like 
shit. Sweat is pouring off them. Stradlin is shivering like he's in snow and it's about 80 degrees outside. Slash is 
holding his guts like he's trying to hold them in or something. "Man, can you get us straight?" Slash almost 
begs. 


A snide smirk comes to my face. It always brings a smile to my face when | see someone doing worse than 
me. | know, I'm twisted and shit.but fuck you, | don't care what the fuck you think. | motion them with my 
head and they follow me out of the club. | lead them to my limo and they climb in, awestruck | suppose. | 
break out some smack and their greedy little hands grab it. 


"You must be the only guy in LA holding,” Izzy remarks as he steadies a needle over his vein. 


| let his words register in my smacked out mind. "Wait," | finally say, "didn't | buy smack from you before? 
Weren't you dealing?" 


"They wouldn't sign us until he quit," Slash answers. 

A chuckle rolls out of me for some reason or another. Smack is such an amazing cure-all. Within minutes 
these two are starting to look a lot better. There's a little color in their pale cheeks now. The sweats have 
subsided. The shaking has stopped. 

"We need a chick," Izzy says unrolling his sleeve. A 100% recovery. 

"You mean chicks?" | ask 

He just shrugs and shakes his head. "One is plenty. Slash and | don't mind sharing." 

| just stare at them as my mind tries to comprehend how that shit worked. | mean why not just get two 
chicks? They were signed now, | knew that wasn't a problem. Did they like to share? "Why share when there is 
no need to?" | shrug. 

"Cuz it's fun," Izzy says with an exasperated sigh. 

"Yeah and chicks have two holes so it works out perfect," Slash snorts. 

His words have to take a moment to register. Motley Crue was known for being the bad boys of rock. That 
pretty much means that there is nothing we haven't seen and done. However what these two were talking 
about wasn't one of the things in my repertoire. | can't get it up with another dude in the room. l'm not some 
homophobe. | just don't fucking like to share. Vince and Tommy did that shit, but its just never been my thing. 


| know what you're thinking, lim Nikki Sixx, what's the big deal? Well, it's none of your goddamn business. 


"Want us to show you?" Izzy asks as he lights a cigarette and exhales a large plume of smoke. He looks back 


up at me. 


I'm not positive, but | think my jaw might gape a bit. | hear Slash chuckling slightly as he scoots a bit closer to 
Izzy. 


"Think you made Sixx blush," he says to lzzy. 

Izzy just looks at me with a crooked smile while | desperately search for my composure 

"Hummm, imagine that" Izzy says dryly with that smile. It reminded me of my own smirkish gleam 
"Could be fun," Slash shrugs, "we never shared another guy before” 

Now Im pretty sure my jaw drops. 

"What about that one time with Duff?" Izzy asks Slash 

"Oh yeah," Slash gleams, "slipped my mind" 

With flies trying to get in my mouth | force out the words, "Are you two fags?" 


They both glance up at me with the strangest matched expressions. Izzy licks his lips. "We're..opportunistic," his 


words come out so carefree. 

"Yeah, we're tri-sexual," Slash laughs, "We'll TRI anything." 

Izzy joins in laughing with him. 

I'm perplexed as to how this barely signed band could be more deviant than the masters. Were they really 
showing me up? Me? Nikki motherfucking Sixx? This didn't sit well with me. | had worked very fucking hard for 
my bad reputation Now the new kids on the fucking block are one upping me? Fuck that. And fuck them! 

Then right before my very fucking eyes these two start fucking making out. And by making out | mean 
foreplay. Like the shit you do before you fuck. I'm too fucking shocked to even say anything. | just stare like 
some idiot while their hands prowl one another and tug at the clothes. There's moans and smacking lips. Jesus 
Christ, do they fucking see me sitting right here? 


Then lzzy looks over to me with a smirk as Slash sucks at his neck. "See Sixxer..could be fun. Wanna try?" 


Izzy's words slither out like slipping out of a silk kimono. They purr at me like a fucking cat. His smacked out 


eyes twinkle at me. He gives me a wink on top of a smirk and draws his attention back to Slash's lips. 
"We won't tell anyone,” Slash soon smiles at me and lightly nips at his bottom lip. 
| can only sit dumbfounded. 


"| think we're scaring the great Nikki Sixx," Izzy snorts. 


"No way..not us," Slash too snorts. 

Ok Nikki. Game face motherfucker. No one fucking talks to me like this. Who the fuck do they think they are? 
They come bum dope off me, then have the nerve to basically try to elicit a threesome with me? What the 
fuck? 


| cock a sideways smirk. "You wouldn't know what to do with it if you got it" 


Maybe that was the wrong thing to say. The next thing | knew they were both all over me. Touching me all 


over. Devouring my mouth. Undressing me so slowly. 
"You ever been with a guy?" | finally hear Izzy whispering into my ear. 
My eyes meet his a second, but | dont answer. | can't. They have me lost in this zone. 


"IFs ok," Izzy says, "we'll be gentle." 


Culmination 


Culmination 


| closed my eyes. They were in the way of this happening. If | just close my eyes | can pretend they are two 
rally hot chicks.or better yet | could pretend they're.Ahhh, you almost got me there didn't you? | almost told 
my secret. Nope. Not today | won't. Kiss my fucking ass. 


Speaking of kissing my ass, | feel a tongue on my asshole. | have no clue whose tongue it is. | don't think | really 
want to know. | suddenly jerk as a finger enters me. A mouth becomes wrapped around my flaccid cock | keep 
my eyes closed and concentrate solely on what is being done to me. This is nothing I've never not experienced 
before, it's just that it was always chicks. But my mind is strong enough to see past who might be delivering 
this epic work. In my mind it's a couple of hot brunettes. Maybe if | picture these two in drag? 


| feel hips between my thighs. | feel the head of a dick at my ass. My body begins going rigid as | am kissing 
one of them. Slash | believe. There's subtle differences in the way they each kiss. So that means it would have 


to be Izzy between my thighs. | pop my head up and can't keep my eyes closed. 


My eyes meet Izzy's. "It's ok," he says softly as he runs his fingertips up my thighs. "I won't hurt but a 


second." 


"l'Il take his mind off it," Slash says in a lusty whisper as he kisses his way down to my dick and takes the 


entire thing in his mouth. 

My spine arches and my head buries back into the seat. Then | feel Izzy slowly working himself inside me. 
"Wait.wait;" | pant. 

They both stop and look up at me. | have no clue why | asked him to wait. Wait? What the fuck was | saying? 
"Don't be nervous," Izzy smiles at me. "We know what we're doing. promise you'll like it." 

| nervously nod and Izzy slides the rest of his length inside of me. Slash continues swallowing my dick and 
coddling my balls. Despite the slight discomfort in my ass, this shit feels great. Strong hands grip my flesh. A 
talented tongue swirls my dick Izzy moves slowly and gracefully between my thighs. After a moment | think | 
start to actually enjoy what they were doing to me. 


"You ready?" Izzy coos at me. 


"Ready for what?" | ask. 


"Are you ready to cum?" He asks. 
"Fuck yeah," | moan. 


Then Izzy does something inside me | can't fucking explain. He like pushes up with his dick and before | know it 
l'm cumming right down Slash's throat. Ok. That's a first. | have never come on command with a dick in my ass. 


| know these two have done this a lot. 


The lips remove from my cock. Then before | know it Izzy is bending Slash over and fucking him doggie style. | 
sit there and watch them going at it. | expected my dick to start going down, but it's not. Thats weird, it 
usually does. So | watch them. My hand finding it's way to my dick, pumping it as | watch the live porno before 


me. 


"Mmmm, looks like Sixx ain't done yet," Izzy says as he thrusts into Slash. He's not as gentle as he was with 


me. 
Slash looks at me stroking his dick and just smiles as he takes Izzy. 


| become animalistic. | crawl over to them and jerk Izzy's mouth to mine. This time l'm so wrapped up in the 
throws of the moment that | make him moan in pleasure into my mouth. Oh wait, | think he just cum. | grasp 


Izzy's arms and push him down. | straddle him and stick my dick in his face. He grabs it and goes to work. 


After a moment | slide between Izzy's legs. | bury my cock inside of him. He moans as | fuck him. He says my 
name. | can't explain why, but the sound of him saying my name brings me closer and closer to a second 
climax. | feel Slash's hand on my nuts tugging at them. The pressure builds and | cum a second time inside of 


Izzy with him purring my name. 
"See Sixx?" Izzy grins up at me. 


We all got redressed. Izzy and Slash went their own way and | was left alone in my limo totally dazed. What the 
fuck just happened? Did | really just have sex with two dudes for the sake of my bad reputation? 


Uninterested 


Uninterested 

A few days later | was back out on the road again. This tour is becoming the never ending tour. Some of the 
cities we are going to twice, like just a few months from being there before. It's Neglectra and their fucking 
greed. You think they give a fuck if they run us into the ground? Fuck no. They just feed us dope and booze 
and pray for us to not see through their shit. | guess their plan sort of worked actually. 

"Nikki you look like shit," | hear doc saying to me as | board our plane. 

"So do you fucker, but no one is complaining," | snap at him. 

"Let me see your arms," he says. 

| roll my eyes shove my arms out to him. He's not going to see shit because I'm so much smarter than what 
they think. | didn't shoot up at all in my arms during break. | had been shooting into my foot. So ha ha you 


illiterate son of a bitch. Score one for Sixx. 


He gives me a disbelieving look as | continue onto the plane. The second | enter the plane Tommy bounds over 
to me, grabs me around the waist and hoists me up. "Hey dude! | fucking missed you bro!" 


"Yeah yeah," | smile and start to squirm. Fuck it had only been two fucking weeks since we were on the road. "l 


missed my favorite puppy too." 
"Where were you? | went by your house and you weren't ever fucking home!" 


| plop down in my seat. Before me is a silver tray with a double shot of Jack and lines of coke. This is the 
Motley plane after all. This is how we roll. "I was probably out," | shrug and stare out the window. 


"So what did you do?" He says as he picks up his silver tray and sits it in his lap. 
"Nothing much," | simply shrug and bend over a line with a straw. 

| can hear Tommy come up sniffing. "Why you being so distant bro?" 

| tilt my head back and snort. "I'm not.l've just been doing my own thing you know." 
He smirks, "Yeah, | do know..that's the fucking problem man" 


"You're worried about me?" | ask. 


"Well yeah, of course man" He looks at me and his eyebrows begin scrunching. "What is up with you? You can 


tell me. You know | can keep a secret bro." 

| nod, "I know, but there's no secret" 

"Try to bullshit somebody who doesn't know your ass so well," Tommy tisks at me. 
| just roll my eyes and stare out the window. 

"Is it me bro?" | hear him asking in an almost choked up voice. 

| look over to his sad pleading face. "No.of course not" | say. 

"Good," he gleams, "So what do you want to do tonight?" 

| just look back out the window. "I'll probably just crash." 

"Crash? Are you getting old on me Sixx?" 


Suddenly the sounds of a moaning stewardess fill the air. | roll my eyes, "Goddamnit Vince," | yell. "How many 
fucking times do | have to tell you to not shit in your own backyard?!" 


"Blow me," Vince calls out. 


| start to get up to go kick his ass but Tommy stops me. "Easy bro.he's already fucking her, let him finish at 


least” 

| plop back down in my seat 

"Damn dude, you're tense.maybe you should go join Vince" 
| just snap. "Fuck youl What the fuck do you think | am?!" 


Tommy's eyes go wide as he holds his hands up like | just drew a gun on him. "Damn dude, what the fuck is 


your problem?" 

| calm myself, "Nothing," | shake my head. 
"Maybe it's all the smack," | hear Mick chime in. 
"Fuck you Quasimodo!" 


Mick just scowls and looks away. 


"Damn dude..you need a fix or what?" Tommy asks as he drinks his drink. 


"IIl tell you what | need," | snap, "| need everyone to leave me the fuck alone! Go fucking write to Heather or 


something!" 

Tommy jumps up. "You know what Nikki? You're being a fucking dick!" 
"Then blow me and fuck off," | wave my hand shooing him away. 
Tommy storms off to go join Vince. 


"You know," Mick says, "! always find it amusing how you lash out at the very people who love you the most. 


Its like you try to keep anyone from getting that close to you." 

"Thank you so fucking much for that psychological view," | roll my eyes. 

"Merely an observation," he replies. 

"From now own keep them to your fucking self," | add. 

"Yeah, sure." 

Then | finally got some peace and quiet for the rest of the flight. | couldn't stop thinking about Izzy and Slash. 
They had opened up this whole new world to me. A world | was in no position to entertain. | knew my sex life 
had been altered. | knew the next chick that came along couldn't compare to being ‘gunned’ in the back of a 
limo. Fuck what had they done to me? | felt like some chick who hadn't been called back. | wanted so much to 


see them. | wanted the chance to be with them again. Maybe | could fly them out for a night? Or maybe | 


could get a phone number for them and call so | don't come off so presumptious. God l'm totally fucked. 


Admission 

Admission 

Another night in some nameless city that looks like every other. Another night of screaming fans and willful 
groupies. Another night of stip clubs and booze. Another night just like every goddamn other one. I'm so fucking 
bored. Instead of partaking in my rock star's delight, | just bask in the throws of smack. She's the only thing | 
don't seem bored with. 

Tommy did get us some coke dealers to follow us around Texas. God bless Texas, right? We're playing four 
cities here. From what | remember there is always something going down in this state. They're not as hard 
core as Michigan, but they are friendly. Its sort of their motto. That and everything is bigger in Texas. That 


one remains yet to be seen. 


So after the show l'm sticking my face into a pile of blow. Vince comes into the room and is black and blue and 


bloody, 

"What the fuck happened to you?" | ask 

He just drops onto his knees before the blow and helps himself. "Fucking rednecks," he mumbles. 
"Where's Tommy?" | ask 

"Why the fuck should | know?" He snaps and starts snorting blow. 

"Wasnt he with you?" | ask 

"We separated," Vince shakes his head. "I don't know where the fuck he went 


"You let him go alone?" | ask feeling fear creep over me. If any of us motherfuckers needed a baby sitter it 
was Tommy. Tommy couldn't handle his shit very well. He was always starting fights he couldn't finish. 


"Fred's with him." 

| sigh a little relief. 

"Why the fuck do you always baby him?" Vince asks. 

"Uh..because he needs it. Plus | don't want to have to be the one to tell Heather shit" 


"So, there's supposed to be this club downtown..you want to go?" Vince asks me taking in even more blow. 


"Not with you looking like that," | huff. 
"Try looking in a mirror fucker!" He snaps at me. He pounds his fists on the table and storms off. 


"He's right," Mick sighs, "you look like shit Nikki. You're as white as a fucking ghost. And you're shedding clumps 
of hair like a fucking dog." 


"Fuck off!" | snap at him. He too disappears, leaving me all alone. Finally. 


| recline back with a bottle of Jack wedged between my thighs. A trace smile comes to my lips as | think of 
how Izzy felt pressed between my thighs. My thoughts are interrupted by Doc rushing in 


"There you are.look you have fo go talk Tommy's high ass down off the fucking roof" 
"What?" | ask “What's Tommy doing on the roof?" 

"Some dumb fuck dared him to try to leap onto the next goddamn building’ 

| sigh and rise to my feet with my bottle in hand. "Was it one of the crew?" | ask as we exit the room 
"Yeah," Doc nods. 


"Fucking fire them," | say just before stepping into the elevator. | take it up to the roof. There's about 20 of 
our people trying to keep Tommy from jumping. Tommy is fucking wasted. 


"Man what the fuck are you doing?" | call out to him. 


He turns to look at me, "Oh hey Nikki..lim about to jump over to the other roof for like a hundred bucks. You 


want to jump with me?" 


| walk over to the edge where he stands and look down. We must be at least I2 stories high. | look over to the 


other building's rooftop. "How stupid are you T-Bone?" 
"Stupid?" He questions me. 


| just roll my eyes. "Tommy..let's do the math on this, ok? First of all it would be safe to say that the distance 


from this building over to the next one is the same as it would be from the ground, right?" 
Tommy shrugs. 
"It is..and there is approxamately 4 feet of sidewalk on each side, so that's 8 feet total. Then you have a two 


lane road down there. Each lane is like 8feet wide, times two is lb plus 8 makes 24..now what in your stoned 


out mind makes you think you can clear a 24 foot jump?" 


Tommy slightly scratches his chin and study's the jump. "If | like ran first and built up some momentum?" 
| shake my head. "Tommy jump.. Tommy fall. Tommy go splat" 
"Nah man, | can make it," he says hyperactively rubbing his palms together. 


| glnce down shaking my head. There is but one option left. | grab Tommy's shoulders and push his back over 
the wall of the roof. He starts grabbing at me and yelling shit about falling. 


"Well if you jump you'll fall you stupid fuck! Let me save you the goddamn effort" By now people are grabbing 
me and grbbing Tommy to keep him from falling. 


"Nikki l'm gonna fall man!" 

Im aware. Are you ready?" | ask. 

"Are you fucking crazy?!" He yells at me. 

"Me? I'm not the one who took some stupid bet for a hunderd fucking bucks!" 
"Nikki let me up dude!" 

"But | thought you wanted to do this shit T-Bone!" | call out like a mad man 
"Nikki let him up man," voices say from every angle. 

"Still want to jump T-Bone?!" 

"N0000!" he figits. 


| pull him up by his shirt. | turn to the percession of people staring at me. "Who the fuck dared him to do this 
shit?!" 


"l| did, but." 

"You're out of here, pack your shit and leave you motherfucker. And as for the rest of you.if anyone ever 
dares him to do something this stupid again.well lets just say I'll creep into your room when you least expect 
it and fuck you up! Got iH!" 


They all just look at me and nod. 


"Now get the fuck out of here!" | motion for them to go. They all vanish leaving Tommy and | alone on the 


roof together. 


"Hey man." Tommy begins. | cut him off by embracing him in a hug so tight it squeezed his breath out. | just 


felt so overwhelmed with relief. | could have lost him. | couldn't stand losing Tommy. He was all | had. 
"Don't you ever do that shit again," | say looking him dead in the eye. 

"| was just goofing off Nikki. | wasn't really going to jump or anything.’ 

"Yeah, sure you weren't," | sigh and release him from my embrace. 

"You must think l'm a complete idiot?" He asks me seeming a bit billigerant. 

"No," | reply, "I don't think that.but sometimes you don't think things through very clearly." 

"Fuck you," He snaps, "like you dol" 

"Tommy," | sigh, "I don't want to fight with you." 


Tommy throws his hands up, "I don't have time for this bullshit. Heather was fucking right about you. You are 
a fucking control freak!" And with that he stormed off. 


Hiding From Answers 


Hiding From Answers 


| have but one instinct tease days. Consume all the drugs | can manage to get my hands on. In my profession 
this is a pretty easy feat to accomplish. | guess there's things | would rather anesthetize than deal with. My 
head is in a pretty fucked up place. l'm starting to feel like an imposter, like I'm not Nikki Sixx anymore. 


| should be writing songs for the next album, but l'm too strung out. If it weren't for coke I'd never get 
through the fucking shows. | only do them to score drugs. | come off the stage to score drugs. | spend my 
perdium on dope. I's all that matters. It brings me comfort. It kills all the pain in me. It kills everything, good 
and bad. 


Today Tommy has returned to the normal, not so loaded, Tommy. He doesn't even remember his escapades 
last night. Big surprise there. He swears I'm fucking with him about it. Granted, that is something | would do, 
but in this case it just so happens to be so. | was sure to remind him how worried | was. | told him how | had 


to talk him down, He just shrugged it off and leaped down the hall about his way to create mayhem. 

| was lounging peacefully in my room when Mick knocks and lets himself in 

"Goddamn! What do | have to do for some fucking privacyl?" | snap at his intrusion. 

"I just wanted to talk to you for minute while | could catch you alone." 

| sigh and just look at him as | light a cigarette. "What?" | shrug. 

"Nikki," he says sitting down in a chair, "| observe people. And I've observed you for 7 years. | know you Nikki. | 
know you have problems. | know something is eating you alive right now. | know you're using more of that shit 
than ever before. I've watched you get worse and worse. Your playing is sloppy. You haven't wrote a song..a 
decent song, in ages. You're slipping man" 

"Fuck off with that shit," | snarl and blow smoke in his face. 

"Nikki..do you think | would have stuck around for all this childish indulgent kid shit from you guys if | didn't 
believe in this band? I've always believed in you and stuck by your side. | always knew you had what it took to 
make it. | never met anyone with your drive. But its gone now." 

"We're at the top of the fucking charts. We give the best live show. Fans are every fucking where we turn’ | 
admit, I'm defensive. But fuck you if you think I'm wrong. How many times do | have to tell you that | don't 
give a fuck what you think 


"But it won't last like this. Not with everyone not giving it their all." Mick says solemnly. 


"Go fuck that gold digger Emi why don't you?" | say and chug some Jack. 


He just looks at me in defeat and leaves. Ughhh, alone at last. Left here to wonder where or not Tommy is off 
getting into trouble. | know he's going to get loaded and reach that point he was at last night. Fred had better 
be with him and keeping him out of shit. Wondering who Vince is screwing that he shouldn't. And if he is 
remembering his forced sobriety by the court. All | needed was for him to end up in fucking jail. 


Fuck it. | need a fix to make it all go away. So | prep my dinner in a spoon. | search out a hidden vein and spike 
it with that magic girl with the golden eyes. Within minutes even less matters. I've almost reached numb. | 


chug some Jack hoping to reach unawareness soon. | want nothing more. | nod out soon afterward. 


At some point I'm awakened to a persistent knock. That of my drummer, Tommy. | glance at the clock. Its 4:30 
am. | slowly make my way to the door leaning on objects for support. | open it and Tommy is standing there 


with his arm around a blonde and a brunette. 

"Peace offering bro," he smiles at me. 

"It's late..early," | mumble in the throws of heroin. 

"Too late for Nikki Sixx?" He asks confused. 

‘Im not in the mood, maybe some other time," | say and slowly shut my door in their faces. 

"Come on Sixx," Tommy yells through the door, "We never hang out anymore!" 

| sigh and lean my head back on the door. | just couldn't deal with Tommy right now. Yeah | missed the good old 
times, but things had changed. | had changed. These days | felt strange about Tommy. | wish | knew what the 
fuck was going on with me. You probably have your opinions, but fuck you. You might eventually get that | 


don't give a flying fuck what you think. | mean | think | might, but the idea is so preposterous. But right now 
the thoughts have vanished. So | try to enjoy my high. 


Blue Balls By Telephone 


Blue Balls By Telephone 
| received a phone call. When | answered | was surprised to hear Slash's voice. | froze up on the spot. 
"Hey man, you think you could pull some strings and shit and get us a gig as one of your openers?” 


"| might could arrange something." Of course | did have ulterior motives in mind. | do nothing unless it benefits 


me for the most part. "Ill talk to our management and to your keepers. 

"Thanks man, we owe you one." 

"Yeah you do," | say as a smile creeps to my face. 

"Oh hold on," Slash says, "Izzy wants to holler at you." 

| hear them exchanging the phone. 

"What's up Sixxer? You miss us?" 

| snort. 

"So you really think you can get us some gigs together?" He asks me. 

‘lm the boss of this band. | always keep on until they give me my way," | snicker. 
"We'll have to extend our appreciation when we see you again,’ his voice replied in this sultry hint. 
"Mmmm," | moan and run my hand over my dick, "whatcha got in mind?" 

ls your memory that bad?" He questions. 

"No.just want to hear you say it” 


"lIl do you so good you'll beg me to never stop. I'll suck that cock of yours, while | finger your ass. Ride your 


dick till you scream my name and beg me to let you come." 
"Fuck.you got me hard already." | moan into the receiver. 


| hear a devious flirty chuckle from Izzy, "Touch it and think of me." And then the phone went dead. 


My hand snakes it down to my hard dick through my leather pants. "Fucking tease," | mumble. But I'd be a 
goddamn liar if | said | didn't like it. | liked the teasing. | like the way Izzy and Slash fulfilled me. | liked the way 
they felt. Even more so, | liked the way they made me feel. | wish | could make someone feel like that. Someone 


special. 


| sit and nod a while. Then in a brief moment of lucidity | stand up and pull up my pants. | walk out into the hall 


and down to Tommy's room. 

"Heather flew in this morning," Fred tells me as | approach Tommy's door. 

| bang the side of my fist on the door. "Tommy! Tommy, lets get out of here man! Come on, I've got coke!" 
There is no reply. So | continue being persistent: 

"I know she's in there but it doesn't mean we can't hang out! Come on T-Bone..party with me." 

Then the door opens and Tommy's towering 6'4" frame is standing before me looking pissed. 

"Fuck dude, she's in for one fucking day! Can't we get a little privacy?!" 

"She can hang out with us..come on.lets have some fun," | sway. 

"Looks like you're having plenty of fun bro," he sighs. "Look, | gotta go." And he slowly begins to close the door. 
"Wait!" | say as the door shuts gently in front of me, separating me from Tommy. 


Anger seems o seep into my pores and swell. "Man fuck Heather! She's got your fucking balls in her front 
pocket you fucking pussy motherfucker!" 


"Come on Sixx," Fred sighs, "just leave them alone." 

| turn to him and take a swing. This is a stupid move on my behalf. We hired this guy to be our head of 
security because he was a Hell's Angel. He tackles me to the ground like | was some kindergartener on a 
playground who said something about his mama. But | never surrender to defeat. | thrash and roll and fight 
with everything my frail smacked out body has. 

Eventually | end up face down with my hands pulled behind my back. 

"If you move I'll break your fucking arm," Fred warns me. 


"You gonna fuck me too Fred?" | hysterically laugh. 


Fred pulls me to my feet. "Go to bed Sixx, sleep it off. She's be gone in the morning and your Terror Twin wil 


be available to terrorize the world with you again." 


"Fuck Heather fucking Locklear'lll" | scream out at Tommy's door. "He think's he's just the shit now cuz he 
fucking that prude whore!" 


Fred grabs my arms trying to calm me. "Keep your voice down man.he's planning to ask her to marry him." 


"WHAT!?!?" | say and literally feel my guts hit the floor at my feet. Tommy was going to marry her? No. No 
he couldn't. He just couldn't. 


| couldn't compose myself. | began screaming and pounding my fists, feet and head all up and down the hallway. 
| ripped paintings from the walls. | overturned chairs. | shoved anyone who approached me. Then | felt a tear 


falling from my eye. | quickly made my exit and retreated back to my own room. 


Unhappy News 


Unhappy News 
KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK 
"SIXXERII" A voice yells, "Hey man! Open up!" H's Tommy. 


My heavy eyes open | lift my head to look at the door. Some naked chick is answering it for me. Who the fuck 
was she and where did she come from? Did | fuck that bitch? 


Tommy bounds into the room and jumps on the bed next to me. "Wake up dude!" 
"What?" | scowl and pull a pillow over my head. 
‘lm getting married bro!" 


| lift the pillow and look at him. He looks tickled pink like some teenage bitch. "You're too young to get married," 


| frown. 


"Bro I'm 25.1not 5.come on aren't you happy for me?! | want you to be my best man" He jumps up and down in 


my bed a bit. 

| remove the pillow from my face and recline up on my elbows. "Best man?" 

"Yeah..you're my best friend bro." The smile on his face is so angelic and innocent. 

| roll my eyes and sigh, "Yeah.sure. Mind if | go back to sleep now?" 

"Sleep? Fuck sleep, lets go celebrate dude!" He grates in my bed. 

"Celebrate?" | question as my voice pitches. "Celebrate what? That you're marrying some prude bitch who is 
way too good for you? Celebrating that you're marrying a celebrity? Celebrating the fact that your face is on 
the cover of all the magazines?" 


Tommy's brow furrows, "You're jealous aren't you?!" 


"Jealous?!" | snap and pop up even further in the bed. "Of fucking what?! Jealous you're stupid enough to get 
married?! Jealous of Heather?! Why the fuck would | be jealous of your fucking stupidity?!" 


"| don't even know who the fuck you think you are anymore!" He yells back at me. "I thought you were my 


best friend and would be happy for me!" 


"In what alternate universe is this shit a good idea? Heatherland? Tommyland?" 

"Fuck you Sixx!" He yells and gets off my bed. "You know what, | can't wait for you to fall in love someday! | 
can't wait to call the bitch names the way you do Heather! You're such a fucking asshole! And yeah. | think 
you're so jealous you can't see straight! You're pissed off because someone actually wants to marry me and 
not youl Who the fuck could blame them? How could anyone ever love you? Even your own goddamn parents 
left youll" 

And that was cause for all out war. | sprang out of the bed naked and leaped for Tommy knocking him to the 
ground. He spins over onto his back and decks me right in the eye. But | don't let go of him. Lean into him and 
punch him in the ribs. Tommy pushes me hard and rolls over on top of me. 


"You are INSANE!" He yells at me. 


| stare up at the anger on his face. He also seems shocked. | manage to get my fist to make contact with his 


Jaw. 
"AT LEAST IM NOT STUPID AND BLIND YOU FUCKING IDIOT!" | wrestle beneath him trying to get him off me. 


He leans up and just stares down at me. "Who the fuck are you?" He asks sounding so hurt. "I don't even know 


who the fuck you are anymore" He shakes his head, releases me and gets off me. 

| sit up on the floor and try to collect myself 

"Fuck it.don't be my best man," Tommy shrugs. He takes a few steps for the door. "I'm out of here” 
"Tommy wait," | call out and rise up off the floor. "Lim sorry bro.lts justjust a shock And so sudden" 
Tommy turns to look at me pleading 

"Would it kill you to tell me congratulations?" 

| sigh. And yeah it does kill me to say it. But | do. "Congratulations T-Bone" 

He smirks. "That has to be the most generic congratulations I've ever heard bro." 

"Sorry," | shrug, "Ill grow on me eventually" 

"| hope so," he nods, "I really dont want to have to ask Vince to be my best man’ 


| walk over to him and hug him in my arms. | smell his cigarettes and Jack Daniels masked with a hint of 


cologne. "I'll be your best man anytime bro," | whisper as | feel impending doom creep all over me. "So when is 


the date?" 


Tommy returns to his overly hyper normal state of being. "We hven't decided yet, but definitely soon. Its 


gonna be so fucking great.” 

| feign a smile and nod. 

"So.let's go celebrate dude!" 

| nod and look down, l'm naked as the day | came into the world. "Maybe | should put on some clothes huh?" 


Tommy laughs, "Hey, whatever floats your boat bro." 


Chess Moves 


Author's Notes: 
| hope this finds all who were reading it. 


Chess Moves 


Tommy and | go out. We find a strip club and set up camp for the night. | start out the night with over 2,500 
bucks. Then come the drinks and the lines, and the chicks. 


Tommy takes in the experience like it's his goddamn bachelor party or something. There's chicks all over us. It 
does little to me tonight. My mind is elsewhere | guess. 


| look over at to Tommy. A girl is turned around backwards and grinding in his lap. Tommy is not observing the 
do not touch clause of a strip club. But no one is seeming to mind. His hands grab at her tits and his tongue 


licks her bare back. He moans and makes all his typical Tommy noises. 


| just sit there sipping my drink and ignoring a strippers hand running up my thigh toward my dick. | watch 
with amusement as Tommy tries to talk a stripper into a blow job under the table. That kid is always so 


fucking horny. 


But his persistence pays off as the stripper slithers under the table and parts his legs. He looks up at me with 
a gleam and toast the neck of the bottle in his hand at me. 


"Hey you," he calls out to the stripper next to me, "Suck Nikki's dick bitch." 


| could really give a fuck less. Really I'm not even in the fucking mood. But | slouch down and indulge in 


Tommy's command. | can feel the hands on my pants freeing my dick. Then comes a wet mouth and warm set 


of lips. Should feel good right? But my dick isn't even trying to get hard for this chick 


| sigh and look over at Tommy. His head goes back as he moans and slouches down even further into the 
booth. My eyes look down his long neck and onto his taught bare chest. | think my dick might be trying to get 


hard now. 


"Fuck yeah, suck it," | hear Tommy moaning and writhing in pleasure. He looks like | felt that night with Izzy and 
Slash. 


"This bitch sucks," | say far louder than intended. She abruptly stops, comes out from under the table, slaps 
the shit out of me and leaves. 


Tommy laughs, "Just a second and you can have this one. She's amazing bro." 
"Nah, its cool," | say and zip m fly. "Lets get out of here." 

"And go where?" he moans out still enjoying his blow job. 

"Back to the hotel," | say as | light a cigarette. 

"Mind if | finish this first?" He smirks at me. 

| ash my cigarette, "Sure, knock yourself out" 


Minutes later l'm watching as he is cumming. Tommy's a loud cummer. And a long one too. Shit, wish mine 


were that intense. | think my dick comes to life again just from witnessing his display. 
"Woah shit!" He smiles excitedly and places his dick back in his pants and zips up. "Ok, now we can go." 


We go back to my room at the hotel and | waste no time in breaking out the smack. "Do some with me," | tell 


Tommy. 

He just shrugs. "You'll have to do it, I'm too fucked up," he says extending his arm out to me. 

"Yeah sure," | smile and walk over with the loaded syringe in my hand. 

| lightly run my fingertips down his arm searching out for a vein. My dick titches as | slide it under his skin. 
He starts to moan and get relaxed as | start shoving the shit into his system. His eyes close and he lays back 
on my bed. 

My eyes travel his body as | stand there paralyzed. | see a bead of blood start to run from the injection. | 
don't know what comes over me. | lean forward to it and lick it away with my tongue. Tommy's blood tastes so 


sweet. 


When | look up at his face his eyes are locked on mine. He doesn't say a word, he just stares at me. More 


impulses come over me. Shit | just can't fight. Then | lean in and press my lips to his. 


Check Mate 


Check Mate 


Tommy's smacked out lips put forth no effort. | understood he probably couldn't. He didn't have my tolerance 
for smack..well.for anything. Yet | can't help but hold my lips to his. They felt so natural and right. | eventually 
will myself to move away. Tommy is still lying there looking at me with barely parted dark eyes. Just staring 
blankly. Ahhh, the blissful throws of heroin It made everything perfect. 


| gently run my hand down his smooth bare chest and stomach. My fingers stop at his waist band. From 
Tommy there's still no reaction other than a smacked out stare. Not one batting eyelash and no blinking. His 
eyes are locked on me like a target. My fingers instinctally fiddle with his button. He then attempts to lift his 
heavy head. 

"Bro.." he manages to mumble as he looks to see what l'm doing. 

“Shhhh," | shake my head, "It's ok" And with a pluck the button is undone. 

"Ummm..Nikki..” | hear him mumbling with a trace of confusion from Heroin's kiss. 

| look into his eyes as my fingers gently tug his zipper down. "Don't be a pussy," | whisper. 

| start to slowly tug his pants down over his bony hips. Still he does nothing to stop me. 

"W..wait.what.." The vage words trickle from his lips. 

“Shhhh," | say again as | run by hand down his torso again, taking in every detail of his skin as | do. 

Its so taught over his lanky frame. So warm under my fingers. So smooth. Needing a hit of smack has drifted 
from my mind. All | can think of is Tommy laying here on my bed My eyes travel to his dick. My fingertip 
traces it's length laying there in a flacid state. My fingers wrap around it. As | take it in my hand | lower my 
mouth down onto it. 

| hear Tommy draw in a shallow breath. "Nikki." 

| snake my free hand up to his mouth and cup it over his mouth firmly as | continue to suck his dick. Tommy 
has very little fight in him. He hasn't the strength to turn his head away from my hand. His hands try to 
lightly push at my shoulders. But | ignore it and continue stroking him as | suck his dick. His dick has some how 


gotten hard for me. And some how | think mine is getting hard too. 


Muffled moans come from his mouth under my hand. | just keep his jaw firmly grasped. | can see his chest 


heaving. His dick growing even more. The pressure he bears down on my shoulders stops. | do believe T-Bone is 


starting To enjoy himself. 


‘Mmmmm.." he groans again from behind my hand but there's still no fight to be had. "Fassser.." | hear him 
say with a dull muffled whisper. 


| grip at his dick even harder. | thrust my hand up and down it agressively as my mouth follows suit. | can feel 
Tommy lightly squirming. He moans more from behind my hand grasped across his mouth. | feel on of his 
hands coming up on the back of my head. His pelvis slightly arches. Moments later Tommy is exploding in my 
mouth. | get a rush from his taste, simply because it's his. 


| wipe my hand across my mouth and sit up to look at him. My hand still covers his mouth and | lightly 
remove it. He still just looks at me with an empty stare. But it only lasts for a second before his eyes start 
rolling back into his head and his eyelids shut, concealing them. 


"Tommy?" | say. 
He only gives a slight grumble. 


| sigh look over to the nightstand. Guess | can fix now. Tommy is out. Hummm, do | leave him here like this in 
my bed? All sexy and splayed out? | mean | do plan on sleeping here myself. I'm pretty sure Tommy isn't going 
to remember any of this. So do | re-dress him and have someone take him to his own room? When he wakes 
up it will simply be another hangover. Just another wild night that resulted with him in his bed and no memory 
of how he got there. Then he would come to me to piece his night back together. | could tell him any lie | could 
come up with. Then he would believe me and go on with his day. 


Or do | lie here with him? Feel his skin on my skin. Hold him in these hours l'm blessed with him. Do | whisper 
to his comotose body how much | love him. Do | tell him he's the only thing | can think about? Do | tell him 


how long I've loved him? Tell him | want him to be mine? And then when he wakes, answer all his questions? 


| fear what questions ther may be. I'm not prepared for them. My hands grap the sides of his pants and start 
to tug them back up. | rezip and rebutton them. Nope. I'm chicken shit. | go to the door and call or someone to 


return him to his own room. 


Uncertanties 


Author's Notes: 
NEXUS. The next chapter is the things your sleazy dreams are made of . And it thereby obligates my 


promise..so now..you owe me some Nikki 


Uncertanties 


| woke up the next.day.| mean | guess it's the next day..maybe, | don't know for sure. Fuck all | know is when 


they tell me to get my ass onstage. The rest of the shit just sort of blurs together. 

| sit up and reach for a cigarette. | smile slightly as last night crosses my mind. Mmmm fucking Tommy. So 
tasty and delicious, not to mention drugged, on my bed. Fuck I'm getting hard just thinking about it. | try to 
stop grinning long enough to light my cigarette. 

Fuck. | hope he doesn't remember. Yet, a part of me hopes he does. And if he does that he's cool with it. It 
would be great if he was more than cool with it. | know my answer will come the second | look him in the eyes. 
| know Tommy so well | can read his fucking mind. Seriously, one look is all the fuck | need. 

My hand finds its way onto my cock. Yeah, this motherfucker is as hard as a fucking rock. And there ain't shit 
| can do with it. See, when you're a guy like me.jacking off no longer cuts it for you. | could probably find some 


chick to fuck in an instant, but l'm just not.. 


My eyes look over at the phone by the bed. | reach over and pick it up. | dial the number and wait. After a 


few rings a voice answers the phone. 

"Hello?" 

"Slash?" 

"Nikki?" 

"Yeah man.hey.um what are you and Izzy up to today?" | nervously ask feeling like such a fucking girl. 
| can hear Slash lightly chuckle into the phone, "Oh, | don't know. Why?" 

| was thinking | could fly you guys in for a few days..you know, hang out and shit. Fuck some shit up." 


"Mmmm, | have to talk to lz man.he's..indisposed." 


"Well should | book your tickets?" | ask coiling the phones cord around my finger nervously. 
"Um.yeah.sure, yeah 

"Cool" | sigh in relief. "HI give you a call back with the details.” 

"Yeah, cool man. Talk to you later then" Slash says and hangs up. 


| barely get the phone hung up before there's a knock at my door. Not just any knock | mind you. No, the pace 


of this one suggests a drummer. My drummer. Fuck me. It's Tommy. 

"Nikki! Dude wake up!" | hear him yell through the door. 

My dick is still hard and | question if | should get up and answer the door. If Tommy is pissed off because he 
remembers everything | don't think | can deal with that shit right now. But then maybe he only has suspicions, 
and by not answering the door I'm admitting my guilt. Fuck. 

"Come on man! Wake up!" He pounds on my door some more. 

| guess | have no choice but to answer. | slide out of the bed and go over to the door. | unlock it and prepare 
to see Tommy's eyes. | open the door. Shit, he's wearing sun glasses! | see his lips pull into his happy Tommy 
smile. 


"Bro.how'd | get back to my room? | thought | passed out in here." 


My voice is caught in my throat. Does he remember? What's with the smile? Fuck | wish he would let me see 


his fucking eyes, I'd know then. 
‘| uh.had them take you to your room.after you passed out." | stammer. 


"Thanks bro, Heather called like super early. | would have totally missed her fucking call if you wouldn't have." 


He says barging into my room. 

My jaw gapes a little, "Uh..yeah..no problem." What the fuck is going on here? 

He plops down across my bed. "So what are you doing today?" He asks. 

| shrug and just stand idle in the door way. "Uhhh..ya know.usual stuff | guess. Uh Slash and Izzy are flying in" 
"Oh cool, we can go out then," he nods drumming his fingertips silently on my bed. 


"Y..yeah..” | force a smile to my utterly confused face. 


"So0000..what about right now? Wanna get out of here or something?” Tommy asks hopeful. 


"Uh..no. can't. I've gotta book the flight for Slash and Izzy and call them back then go get them at the 


airport..Today's just busy for me," | mutter on explaining and coming up with excuses. 


| see the disappointed tug in the corner of Tommy's mouth. "Yeah, sure..whatever, I'll go see if Vince wants to 


hang out then. He rolls off my bed and heads to the door. 


Fuckll! Does he goddamn remember last night or not? Bastard. He would have to be in fucking sun glasses. 


Need To Be Met 
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Needs To Be Met 


When | came back to the hotel that night Izzy and Slash were lounging about in my room. My dick twitches at 
thoughts of the vile things | plan to do to them. They look so sexy. They seemed perfectly laid-back and 


mellow. Intoxicated on many levels I'm sure. | couldn't wait to join in 


"What's up man?" Slash tilts the neck of a Jack bottle at me with a wink | barely see from behind his spirals 
of hair. 


| just receive a smirk from Izzy as he looks me up and down with prowling lusty eyes. "Looks like our boy 
needs a shower. Slash why don't you help him with that while i make a few arrangements for us" The 
mischievous look on his face tell me | will like whatever he has up his sleeve. 


"Gladly," Slash smiles to me and sits the bottle in his hand down. "This way," he says leading me to a shower. 


| go willingly. | don't even protest as Slash kisses me while he slowly undresses me. | really needed to release 
some frustrations. Since being with these two i just couldn't do chicks. Chicks bored me now. They opened my 


mind to something else. Tommy. Tommy who | craved more than anything. 


| close my eyes as Slash's lips trail down my neck as his soapy hands glide down my chest. Mmmm | needed 
this shit. His hands maneuver me like a Les Paul. My dick is like a fucking rock. | must moan out pretty loud 


because we soon hear Izzy yelling through the door. "Hey fuckers save some fun for mel" 


Slash growls at the door and pulls me closer into his wet naked body, "Fuck Izzy, | want you all to myself," he 
says planting a deep kiss on me. 


And | wanted Slash too. His kisses were tender and his hands loved to roam. Plus he was a talker in bed. | liked 
vocal sex partners. It heightened things a bit. | really loved the way slash would make noises around my dick 
and nuts when he blew me. And Slash liked it rough. I'm a guy who gets wound up on some level between freak 
and deviant at times. It sucked when the other person wasn't into it. 


But i couldn't deny how fucking great Izzy was either. Izzy confounded most people. Izzy was the type of guy 
no one ever really gets to know. Izzy is a cautious person Izzy kept the real him buried deep. When | kissed 


him was the only time | felt | was seeing the real him. Izzy was definitely a rhythm guitarist. The way he 


moved his hips was like keeping beat to some song. Izzy moved with grace. Izzy was an awe-inspiring lover. And 
his ass was so much tighter than Slash's. 


Still, | liked the way the two of them devoured me. | wanted them both, together, focused entirely on me. | love 
being the center of attention Maybe | was using them. But not as selfishly as you may think. | mean sure, l'm 
the one busting a nut. But there was more to it than my own selfish needs. | used them more as teachers. | 
really want to learn how to please Tommy. | didn’t care if i had to drug him again Though he hadn't put up 
much fight, and he was awake for it. | needed his body. One day he would just have to feel it too. Maybe he 


already did.if he remembered last night. Regardless, | was hooked. | was in love. | wanted Tommy to feel it too. 


After much intense making out in the bathroom with Slash we emerge, dripping wet and naked. Sprawled out on 
my bed is an equally naked Izzy. Two lines of coke are laid out on his hip. On his thigh lay three hypodermics 
with what | assume are loaded with smack. The bottle of Jack is now in his hand and he's peeling the label off 
around the rim. A demure smile radiates from his eyes but he dares to keep it withdrawn from those lips. He 


motions down to the smörgåsbord of drugs laying across his perfect body, offering them to me. 


Slash towel dries his curls and nods over for me to take up the offer. | gently get on all fours and snort the 
line of coke across his hip. With the second | lick and suck at it receiving faint moans from Izzy. He extends the 
bottle of Jack to me as | hold back my head snorting down the blow. | take it and gulp it as Izzy's fingertips 
trace my abs softly. 


Slash comes over and and runs his tongue up Izzy's thigh and takes a syringe in his hand. Izzy reaches down 


for one. | take the last. 
‘Mmmm, let me fix you," | say to Izzy in a lusty voice. | love shooting up someone else. Kinda turns me on" 
He extends his arm out to me as Slash fixes himself behind us. 


Izzy looks into my eyes while | tie him off and get ready to stick the needle in. | lightly drag the needle down 
his vein My eyes meet his with my smirking empowered look. His bliss was in my hands. The look on his face 
looked like he might cum any second. There was moans, grunts, closed eyes, lips being bitten | think Izzy was 
getting off on bring teased. Finally | slide the needle into him. He moans in delight and lets his head go back as | 


inject him. 
"Mmmm," he mumbles remaining completely still. Trapped in the luminescence of heroin's candy kiss. 


| see a trail of his blood oozing from the injection site. Like with Tommy, | just want to taste it. | bend over 


and slowly rub my tongue across it as my eyes look up at Izzy's closed yes. 


"That's so fucking sexy," he mutters and looks to me with lust filled eyes. He forcefully pulls me to him and 
kisses me. When Izzy kisses he kisses with these breathtaking techniques..and yes, they leave me breathless. 
No wonder all their groupies said Izzy was the best lay. 


| soon feel Slash's hand seeking out my hard dick as he runs his tongue up my spine. A shiver accompanies it 
as | shift to kiss his so soft plush lips. "Did you miss us?" he asks between kisses. 


"Yes," | draw in a hiss as Izzy's tongue finds it's way into my ear. 
"Do you want us?" Izzy whispers teasingly at my ear. 


"God yes," | groan with a aboriginal demand for atonement. | had a fulfillment that only these two insatiable 
guitarists could gratify. 


Slash lays flt on the bed and motions for me to straddle his face. So | straddle his shoulders as he takes me 
into his mouth. His tongue twirls in circles as his hand strokes me. His other tugs at my balls. Izzy straddles 
Slash as well from behind me. His hand reaches down to my ass and works a wet finger inside me. His other 


grips at my throat and pulls my neck back to his lips. | feel his blistering breath on my most tender flesh. 
"You trust me?" | hear Izzy coo from my neck. 

| just lean my neck further back into him. | trust any device of his. 

"Get on your hands and knees," Izzy pants. 

There is no opposition in me. | fall to my palms with them on the bed. Slash was still working magic on my dick 
from beneath me. | feel Izzy's hands on my ass. He spreads it wide and | soon feel his tongue taunting my ass. 
A primal growl comes from deep inside me as my eyes momentarily close. 

"Yeah that's it.tell me you want more," Izzy's concupiscent pant comes from behind me. 

"Fuck me," | hanker as my body writhes in Slash's mouth. 


| feel Izzy's hand on my lower back | feel something cold moving across my asshole. | tense, "Hey what the..” 


"Do you trust me?" Izzy whispers as he runs his tongue up my spine. "Trust me." He pleas with such a sexy 


innocence. 


And | do. Soon that cold hardness is sliding inside of me. What the fuck is that? Is that the neck of the fucking 
Jack bottle? Izzy is soon in front of my face as l'm all fours over Slash. That has got to be the fucking neck 
of the bottle. Izzy holds his cock out for me to take. | hesitate, but do. He bends over and begins moving the 
Jack bottle so slowly and mildly. As passionately as one could ever imagine a whiskey bottle fucking their ass. 
Every so often he presses into my prostate with it. H's not long before I'm almost choking Slash with my cum. 


After a short cigarette interval and a bottle elimination, | find myself on my back with Izzy's fingers in me 
doing me in that slow gentle way of his. His fingers in my ass were wiggling and driving me half-crazed and 
deranged. It was torture of the best kind. | felt alive. Slash's cock is in my mouth and l'm learning the fine art 


of blow jobs. It was pretty self explanatory really. Then | feel Izzy's cock slide into me. Jesus how did he do 
that shit so fucking gentle? | feel his fingers coddling my balls as he pushes my legs back over my head so 
Slash and he both have good access. God | love that fucking spot. I'm hard and ready to go. l'm so glad | was 
paying attention to this shit. | couldn't wait to try it on Tommy again. God all | could do was obsess over him. 
Even now, being with Slash and Izzy, I'm still nowhere else except with Tommy. 


"You're so fucking sexy," Slash says looking down at me blowing him and strokes his finger across my cheek. 


God what | wouldn't give to hear Tommy say that to me. 


| can feel the nubs of Izzy's fingers excavating into my thighs. He must be getting close. | remove my lips 
from Slash's prick. "Oh no you don't Stradlin," | say and sit up to push him onto his back. "Now it's my turn to 


tease you." 


Izzy smiles but completely and submissively complies. | straddle his hips and slide my slippery ass down onto 
his entire length. He's not as huge as Tommy, but Izzy definitely had something to brag about. Tommy was 
actually a bit scary. My mouth almost couldn't open up wide enough to suck him. And the next day | had felt 
like | had been punched in the fucking jaw. God had fucked me with only a six inch dick, but trust me, | knew 


how to exploit a use from every last one of those fucking inches. 


"You motherfucking tease," Izzy's hips writhe beneath my ass begging for a fulfillment of gratification he knew 
| would not presently render. Izzy liked the way | titillated him. He found it just as exciting as | did. 


"What's the matter? You ready to cum?" | remark superciliously. 


F.f.uck you,"he chokes out seeming to be experiencing difficulty in speech. His hips trying to buck upward 
against my own movements. 


"You're going to have to beg for that sweetheart," | curl my lips to a snarl. 

His head just goes side to side as he moans in excruciation. His legs can't be still. His hands grip tightly at my 
hips trying to force thrusts from beneath me. | firmly plant my feet behind his calves to stop his control. I'm 
in control now. | grab his wrists and forcefully pin them above his head. He devours my mouth, obviously 
turned on by being controlled buy my dominate side. | slide up and down so slowly on his throbbing dick with a 
slight rotation to my hips. He whimpers into my mouth, begging with a need only | can deliver. 

"If you're a good boy maybe Slash will lick your ass while | grind on this hard fucking dick of yours." 

Izzy covers his head with a pillow and growls into it as Slash soon takes my suggestion 


"Mmmm, feels fucking good don't it?" | taunt Izzy. "You want to come so hard in my ass don't you? Beg bitch." 


Fuck.please," he begs removing the pillow. He pulls me down to his lips for a kiss. He's already learned | can't 
refuse his kisses. 


As I'm kissing him | don't even notice my door open. | was locked. | know it was. Only one person has a key. 


Tommy. 
‘Bro..what the fuck?" | hear Tommy's voice crack and my head pops up to meet his confounded expression. 


The shades are gone bit | simply can't read his expression. | mean I'm riding Stradlin with Slash's eager tongue 
stuck up Izzy's ass. Izzy's begging for me to let him cum. That's a lot of shit for Tommy to take in. Come on 
Tommy, don't freak out. Within moments Slash and Izzy perceive there is a problem and their sexual desire 


trapped gazes meet Tommy's as well. No one moves. No one speaks. Fuck me. 


Unforseen 


Author's Notes: 
| have really gone the extra mile Nexuslll 


Unforeseen 

| have never in my life seen Tommy Lee be so fucking quiet. He's just standing there like a damn statue with 
furrowed brows and slightly pursed lips. He kicks the door shut with his heel and folds his arms across his 
chest. He looks slightly down and to the right. 


"So this is why you were too fucking busy to hang out with me huh?" He questions. 


Slash is looking at Tommy. Izzy is looking at me. And my eyes are bouncing back and forth between them all. 


Shit! Talk about getting aught with your fucking pants down 


Tommy brings his thumbnail to his mouth and chews at it as he slowly studies our paralyzed figures. "Well 


don't mind me," he shrugs and walks over to plop down in a chair. "I love a good show." 


"Uh T-Bone..nows not the best time." | stutter. What the fuck is he doing? Does he really plan to sit there and 
fucking watch me get it on with two guys? 


"Are you kidding? Looks like | got here just in fucking time. You got Izzy all begging and shit. You can't just 
leave him hanging like that," Tommy motions at Izzy with a shrug. 


"Tommy..uhhhh would you mind seeing your way out of here and fucking forget everything you saw?" | snap 


with Izzy's dick still hard in my ass. lzzy moans softly as my ass clenches around him. 


"Hey | got no problem with spectators," Izzy pants dying to cum, "If he wants to watch, fuck it, let him watch." 


He grabs my ass and slowly grinds up into me. 

"Sure," Slash gives Tommy a smirk, "The more the merrier.” 

Tommy chuckles, "That's always been my fucking philosophy, but Nikki here claims he can't get it up with 
another dude in the room." Tommy cocks his head to the side for a better view at my dick. "Looks pretty 
fucking hard to me bro." 


"Man.would you get the fuck out of here?!" | point to the door. 


"What's the matter you too shy with me not smacked out?" Tommy questions in a condescending tone. Fuck. He 


did remember. 
My jaw gapes and | have no fucking clue what to say or do now. 


Tommy shrugs, "You gonna fuck him or what?" 


"What, don't tell me you're gonna get all shy now? What's the matter you were hoping | didn't remember?" He 


questions me with a smug grin. 

Slash reclines back on his knees. "Uh are we stepping on some toes here or something?" 

"Not at all," he says sliding his hand down to rub his dick over his jeans, "In fact this makes me kinda hard." 
Feel free to come join in man," Slash urges Tommy. 


"Wait!" | blurt and jump up off Izzy. | quickly grab a towel and wrap it around my waist. | nervously pace in six 


foot intervals staring at the carpet. Fucking Jesus Christ what kind of shit have | gotten myself into. 
‘Oh come on!" Izzy growls with agitation throwing his head back on the pillow. 

"Why you being so weird dude?" Tommy asks me as he unzips his pants. 

| do my best not to watch as he plops out that luscious cock that haunts my dreams. 


"Should we fucking leave?" Izzy sighs irritably as his hand lightly strokes his shaft to keep himself in the mood 
that | was quickly ruining. 


"No way," Tommy says sliding his jeans down off his hips, "Nikki's just being shy because l'm here." 

"You mind if | talk to you in the bathroom bro?" | ask motioning to it. 

Tommy stands with his pants around his thighs and his hard dick swaying front and center. He goes into the 
bathroom. | follow and shut the door. | spin around to be face to face with him. "Just what the fuck kind of 
game are you playing here?" 

"Me?" He shrugs. "What did you drug them too?" 


"No," | snap. 


‘Oh you just save that privileged for me huh?" He sardonically raises his eyebrows at me. "You were really 


hoping | wouldn't remember, weren't you? Is that why you were so fucking strange this morning when | 


showed up at your room? Dude | knew the whole fucking time what went down last night. But you got all weird 
and distant and shit. | thought you might have regret it. | mean you redressed me and had security put me in 
my bed. Then the way you acted this morning screamed how chicken shit you were!" 


"Dude..you have a fiancée. Yeah, | got you fucked up and took advantage of you. It was a real shitty thing for 
me to do to you. | made a huge mistake. And yes, | hoped like hell you didn't remember it. I'm sorry." | explain 


leaning into the counter and staring down at the sink. 


"A mistake?" | hear him question with what I'm pretty sure is wounded pride. "Dude, how many times have | 
fucking tried to get you in a bed with me and some chicks? You think | gave a fuck if the chicks were there? 
It was you | wanted all along. | always have Nikki. Every since | was some I] year old kid at your heels because 
| thought you were a fucking god. But you never gave me any indication that you were the least bit interested 
in me. Why didn't you tell me?" 


| sigh still staring into the sink, "I guess because l'm fucking chicken shit." 


Tommy crosses over and stands directly behind me. His hands rest as my hips as his lips begin trailing 


feathery kisses behind my ear. "Don't be. l'm yours." 
"What about Heather?" | question as my eyes close in rapture from his velveteen lips. 


"How many times have you watched me fuck around on her?" His lips hint at my shoulder. "Besides, I'm with 


you more," his hand gently runs across my thigh, just barely brushing my dick under the towel. 
“Tommy...” 


"That was the best head | ever had man," | feel his tongue in my ear now. "We could do this shit all the time. 
All you have to do is say yes." 


"And what about those two in the other room?" | question looking at his reflection in the mirror behind me. 


"I fucking loved watching you make that motherfucker beg. You were so goddamn sexy teasing him," he gives a 
half smile and runs the backs of his fingers down my spire. "I'll share anything with you. Lets face it, 
monogamy isn't a strong suit with either of us. Lets just enjoy life while we're young enough still. Lets fuck 
who we want, when we want. If you want an orgy, hey, I'm there. If you want rose petals and poetry, I'll 
fucking give it to you. | just don't want to go on pretending there's not something there between us." | feel him 
tugging at my waist and turning me to face him. "So what do you say? Friends with awesome benefits and hot 
friends?" 


l'm frozen on every level. Was tommy really telling me everything | had fought so long not to say to him? 


"Don't be scared.| know this is what you really want," he coos with his lips hovering inches over mine in the 


most teasing manner possible. I'm putty in his fucking hands. 


God yes | wanted it! | wanted Tommy in my ass, every last huge inch of his pornographic cock filling and 
fulfilling me. | wanted Slash sucking my dick with his skilled twist and jerk motion and swirling tongue that drew 
me to a climax. And Izzy giving me those diabolical kisses that reduce me to being his submissive slave that 


would do whatever he commanded. 


| bury my tongue down Tommy's throat. | did want him. | wanted just him. But it didn't seem fair to leave Izzy 
and Slash feeling uninvited all the sudden. | mean, they would probably finish one another off, but fuck, | invited 
them for a reason. They had the knowledge | sought to bestow on my beloved Tommy. However Tommy 


seemed all fucking for the idea. Why the hell not? 


| pull away from Tommy's lips. | take his hands and start walking backwards and leading him. "You ready to be 
my bitch baby?" | give him an evil smirk. 


"Maybe in a bit. | was rather enjoying watching you make Izzy your begging bitch." He winks at me. 


| give a half snarling sideways smirk. "If you insist.and may | recommend you letting Slash blow you while you 


watch me fuck Stradlin. He has got this amazing fucking technique bro" 
"Mmmm," Tommy moans reminiscently, "Well last night you were pretty fucking good from what | recall.” 
"Trust me, l'm not as good as Slash. Last night with you was my first blow job." 


We emerge from the bathroom. Izzy and Slash are making out on the bed. Their lips withdraw from each other 


and look up to us. 
"Get your shit sorted out?" lzzy questions. 


| give Izzy a coy smile and lurch toward the bed like a stalking predator on the hunt. | put one knee onto the 
bed and lean in. | grasp his jaw with an iron grip with my lips fighting the urge to kiss him. "You're gonna beg 
like you've never fucking begged before." 


"Think you got it like that Sixxer?" Izzy sneers as if he doubts me, but | know he doesn't. | had him begging not 
long ago. He's just antagonizing me to get me hot and bothered. He's already figured out the fastest way to get 
Nikki Sixx to do something is to tell me | can't fucking do it. My sole motivation in life is proving people wrong. 
And I'm very good at being relentless. 


Beside us on the bed Tommy is laid out flat on his back, naked from the waist down. He's moaning as Slash 
starts slowly working over his dick. | flip Izzy over on his hands and knees with one swift jerk. | watch Tommy 
jump as Slash sticks a finger in his ass. | can't help but smile and be turned on. | spread Izzy's ass open wide 
and spit right in the center. | wrap my left hand up in his long black hair. With my right hand | shove him 


down in the center of his shoulders. 


"Face down, ass up," | growl and shove my dick into him. He clenches the pillow in his fists and bites into it to 
muffle a whimper. 


"Oh holy fucking fuck dude!" Tommy practically screams next to me. "Fuck Nikki you weren't lying..but | don't 
hear Stradlin begging yet." 


"Maybe you need a bottle of Jack," Slash removes his mouth just long enough for the statement and a 


secretive giggle. 


"Aim more downward," Izzy pants as he bucks his ass on my dick. | do a little readjusting. "Fuck yeah! Right 
fucking there!" 


"God your ass is so fucking tight," | mumble lost in the throws of the moment. 
"Bet mine is tighter," | hear Tommy say, "H's still a virgin 


You have never seen three heads turn to one person so fast. | knew exactly what Izzy and Slash were thinking. 


They were telepathically deciding which of them got to be the first. 
"Don't even fucking think about it," | snap at them both. "He's mine." 


Tommy smiles and smacks my ass while Slash picks up his pace. He works a second finger in Tommy and | 


almost tell him to stop. That ass is mine to violate. | could agree to one finger, but two was pushing it. 
"Fuck.harder," Izzy moans. 


| pull him up on his knees with my arms hooked around his shoulders. | bite at his neck and he winces as one 


hand fists my hair and the other grasps at his dick. 
"Do | need to fucking tie those hands?" | pant in his ear. 
"Come on.please,” Izzy moans. 


"He said please!" Tommy excitedly points out. "That's considered begging in my book, now come here and fuck 


me. 
"Wait your fucking turn," Izzy snaps and jerks at his dick anyway. 


Moments later he is jerking Slash by the hair and sticking his dick in Slash's mouth. He sucks Izzy until he 


stops convulsing with his eyes rolling back. He sucked him even a bit more for safe measure. 


"MMMM I fucking love the way you taste," Slash licks his lips. 


I'm nowhere near that close yet. | look over to my hot bodied Tommy sprawled out so delicious and waiting. | 
slide out of Izzy who collapses onto his stomach. | crawl over Tommy and kiss him with every ounce of pinned 
up passion | had in me for him. 

"l'Il take it easy, ok?" | whisper to him as his eyes look at me almost frightened. 


He nervously nods with his hands on my hips. "I trust you." 


"But | still gotta make you my bitch, you saw how much fun Izzy had being teased" | smile and move his hair 
off his forehead. 


lzzy lifts his head and smiles to Tommy. "The three of us could make you cum harder than you've ever cum 


before" 


Just as he finishes his sentence Slash has finished himself off. "Uhhh.| may need half an hour." He says wiping 
his cum off his hand. 


Izzy grabs a pillow and tells T-Bone to raise his hips. He does and Izzy shoves the pillow under his ass elevating 
him. He looks at me and tells me to aim up this time. 


Slash already has Tommy's ass drenched in spit and worked out a little. He moves above Tommy's head and 


takes his wrists and pulls them above his head. 
"Whoa.wait dude." Tommy protests. 
"Trust me," | give him a nod. "It's all good, nobody's gonna hut you." 


He relaxes a bit and stops struggling with Slash. | slide my throbbing dick into him with the grace of re-docking 
the saucer section of the fucking starship Enterprise. 


"Nikki it hurts," he says thrashing his head. 


“Shhhh," Izzy whispers a he leans over Tommy. He tenderly strokes his cheek. "It'll stop in a second darlin. just 


relax." Izzy bends over and gives Tommy one of his epic kisses. 


| hear Tommy moan into his mouth and | remain still until he's ready. "You kiss exactly like Nikki," | hear him 


say to | zzy. 


Izzy kisses him again and | take the opportunity to try to slowly move. Tommy doesn't oppose this time. Izzy is 
calming him and relaxing him. Tommy is just as tight as | knew he would be. | couldn't help but think of him as 
my sweet virgin who had saved himself for me. | slowly thrust into him just as Izzy had told me to do. 
Tommy squirms so much it's hard to keep my dick in 


Izzy decides to help me even further. He straddles Tommy. "You ready for the best fucking shit you can 


imagine?" Izzy whispers to him as he kisses his collarbone. 

Tommy only nods with shut eyes and biting his lower lip. 

Izzy takes Tommy's dick and slowly starts to work him into him. "Jesus fucking Christ," Izzy moans and winces. 
"You got a dick like a porn star." Tommy smiles and leans up to seize Izzy's lips. Extending to him the same 
relaxing comfort he had bestowed on him. 

Izzy sits up and slowly begins grinding his hips. 


"Fucking shit," Tommy draws in his breath and can't help moving his hips just a bit to fuck Izzy. 


From behind Izzy wrap the long calloused fingers of my right hand around his throat. | lean into his ear and 
whisper with lust. "Fuck him harder." 


| hear Izzy's discomfort as he complies. 

"Fuck.l'm.close," Tommy pants. 

"Me too, you gonna come for me baby?" | ask him. 

"Work it Izzy," Slash urges as his lips seize Tommy's neck. 


We all know Izzy is in pain by the way he his almost fucking crying. But apparently he was a team player. He 
thrust his ass even faster as the nubs of his fingers dig into my thighs. "Aim up," Izzy groans at me. 


| do just that and Tommy's head jerks up. "Oh..oh fuck.l'm..” 

| sink my teeth into Izzy like a vampire | think | taste blood. Then | almost strangle the whimpers from his 
throat with my hand as Tommy's ass starts pulsating around my dick. Izzy becomes rigid and freezes as 
Tommy ‘s body convulses. As my own convulsions end | release Izzy. | did draw fucking blood on his neck. 
Oooops. 


"Holy..fucking shit," Tommy's chest heaves as | pull out. 


"Told you nothing would compare," Izzy winces as he pulls himself up off Tommy. "And next time Nikki," he 
turns to me, "You take him up the fucking ass and let me make you fucking bleed." 


"So," Tommy smiles to Izzy, "Does this make you my bitch now?" 


Izzy gives a half grin and collapses to the bed, "Don't worry, I'll make you my bitch too darlin.” 


A New Dawn 


Author's Notes: 

Hey Guys, Just wanted to take a moment today, December Il, 2014, to wish a very Happy 5bth Birthday to the 
one and only Nikki Sixx. | consider him my first love because he was the first man to give me that first special 
tingle downstairs that let me know | was attracted to a guy! | fucking love you Nikkillll I'm am so so glad | got 
to see him in concert this year. It's really surreal standing there watching someone you have been so in awe 
with for most of your life. And yes, he still fucking rocks! Motley Crue is hands down the best concert I've 
ever witnessed. l'm fucking proud to watch them go out in their blaze of glory. And | will be the first person in 
line for the movie (The Dirt) next year. 


A New Dawn 
Nikki's POV 


There's that annoying throb in my head that wakes me every single day of my life. My wake up call for booze 
and smack and coke. | sigh and faintly crack open one eye to squint at the light. | see Slash and Izzy quietly 
gathering their things to leave. Their flight must leave soon. Slash gives me a perky smile with a head nod and 
places a finger to his lips to tell me to be quiet. He opens the door gently. Izzy turns to me with a smirk and 


tips his hat at me with a wink Then, just like that they are gone. 


| blink a few times and lift my aching head up off the pillow. | see Tommy sound asleep at my side with his 
head against my ribs. He looks like a fucking angel. | smile and take in the memories from last night. Tommy 
loved me. He actually had always loved me. | couldn't believe how many years it took me to come to grips with 


how fucking much | loved him. God | wasted so much time. 


But it was a new day. Now there were no secrets between us. Now we were one. | run my fingers across his 
cheek and move his hair away. He draws in a breath. He soon shifts and is looking up at me. When his brown 
eyes meet mine | see forever in them. | see all the love in life | had been denied. | see the love for him that | 


had denied myself. Was this really real. 


He shyly smiles and starts blushing. "Last night was..fuck dude. can barely look you in the eye this morning.” 
He's so fucking cute being all bashful and shy. 


A devious smile crosses my lips, "Well I'll be sure to take you from behind so you don't have to look at me 


then." 


Tommy chuckles and reaches across me for cigarettes. He lights me one and hands it to me. "So..are we gonna 


keep shit on the down low?" He asks me. 
| have honestly given it no thought. "Well | don't really wanna hear shit from Vince and Mick, you know." 
"Me either," he drags from the cigarette, "And Heather." 


A cold chill shoots through me as my stomach turns. For a moment | had forgotten that my lover was 
engaged to be married. Fuck | was even the goddamn best man. "Well.you're not still.| mean after last night? 


You told me you loved me." 


"I do," he solemnly nods and places his hand on my leg. "But | already asked her. Its out in the press and shit. 
She already has the fucking dress. I'd be a total douche and look like an idiot if | back out. And if it got out why 
| backed out.." 


"So what," | question with a furrowed brow, "I'm supposed to stand by your fucking side while you get married 
and be your little toy when she's not around? Fuck You T-Bone! How can you do that to me..to her?" 


"Dude what choice do | have? Fuck its not like it's going to change anything between us. Its not like we're 
telling everyone we're fucking," he exhales with exasperation and looks down shaking his head. "I have to marry 


her. Its good for our publicity." 


"Our? Oh fuck that, this is all about Tommy fucking Lee's goddamn publicity!" | snap and take a deep drag from 
the cigarette as | feel rage spread throughout my veins. 


"Come on dude, try to be a little more understanding," he sighs. 


"Understanding?" | question with a gaping jaw. "What exactly do you want me to fucking understand? That you 
love me but you don't want anyone to fucking know? That you plan to marry Heather just for the sake of 
getting your goddamn face on TV? What the fuck am | not understanding here Tommy?" 


He just sighs and runs his hand over his face. "Nothing will even change. When I'm with Heather you have Slash 


and Izzy to call on, so." 
| am astonished into silence. "And you call this love?" | question 
His head snaps over at me, "Oh yeah, you're a fucking expert on the matter Nikki.” 


"At least | know not to pull some shit like this on someone | claim to lovel How can you even ask me to stand 
at your side as your best man? You know.| may not have a fucking clue about love and shit, but | know | can't 
stand there without crying. | know that every time | think of that bitch touching you | want to fucking kill her! 
| fucking can't do this Tommy. | know | act all impervious and shit, but it's just a protective shell man. | have 
fucking feelings, despite what anyone thinks.” 


"God dammit Nikki what do you want from me?" 


"I want what you said in that fucking bathroom last night," | yell motioning to the bathroom. "Did you just say 


all that shit because your horny ass liked what you walked in on and wanted some of the action?" 
"You know it wasn't like that," he sighs shaking his head. 
"Do 1?" | ask and jump up from the bed. | grab my dope and retreat to the bathroom slamming the door. 


"Nikki..come on," | hear him pleading through the door, "Please don't fucking shut me out like this. We can work 


something out." 

| jerk the door open. "Go work on your fucking wedding plans you fucking fake!" 

"Nikki.baby.." 

"NO! You do NOT get to fucking call me baby! Go fucking call her baby!" 

"What would you like it better if | called you darlin’ like goddamn Izzy does?" 

| shove Tommy as hard as | can, "Fuck of fl" And again slam the bathroom door, this time in his face, and lock 
it. l'm suddenly one track minded. All | can think about is making these feelings go away. I'm too fucking 
confused to try to think straight. | can't make sense of shit right now. There is but one remedy to what ails 
me. | had to fucking medicate it. 

"Nikki.please.." | vaguely hear Tommy begging at the door. 

I'm in the zone now. That place you find yourself when you're cooking up a fix. | fucking love everything about 
it. The mixing. The smell. The taste. The routine itself is just as addictive as the smack to me. | just crawl into 
this bubble and the only fucking thing in existence is the love for smack. 

"Please don't do this!" Tommy pounds his fists on the door. 

But it's too late. The needle is already inside my vein. The dope is already coursing through me. And Tommy's 


voice just fades away as my hand rests on the emptied syringe still in me. The will to remove it is non 


existent. The need will come later. My head slowly droops and | nod out. I've made it all go away. 


| Do Not Want This 


| Don't Want This 
Nikki's POV 


| feel a gentle hand stroking the side of my face. It reminds me of the way my grandmother Nona would do 
when | was sick. | missed her. She was the only person who ever really loved me. She was the only one with 
balls enough to try to raise me. | had failed her miserably. | can only imaging how disappointed she would be to 


see me now. l'm glad she's dead to spare her the pain. 


But the hand on my cheek continues with soft loving strokes. | thought maybe it was just a dream. Maybe 
some dope flashback. Maybe Izzy and Slash had returned. | could even accept my subconscious fucking with me. 
But when my eyes slit open | saw Tommy. He for some reason never crossed my mind to be sitting here 


stroking my cheek so lovingly. 
| turn my head from his hand. "Why are you here?" | say with a raspy snarl. 


"You've been in this bathroom all fucking day. You missed sound check. was fucking worried.| mean especially 
after this morning and shit." He says surveying me closely, assessing my damages. Hope he doesn't have any 
plans for like the next century. 


"Did you ask Heather first, you know she fucking hates you around me." | smirk as | lift myself up off the 
floor slowly. | see splatters and pools of blood everywhere where | had been lying. | also see my switchblade 


lying open on the floor. What the fuck? Is this my blood. 
"Nikki, bro..why did you do this?" He asks grabbing and outstretching my mutilated left arm. 


| glance down at it and see superficial scratches and cuts all over my forearm peppered with beads of dries 
black blood. | jerk my arm back. That shit was just something | did when nothing else made the pain in my 
psyche go away. It's weird, by inflicting physical pain on myself it takes away the mental pain. Afterwards | get 
swept up in this calm that was a lot like a Valium high. 


‘I'm up now..why are you still here?" | ask and walk over to the sink to clean up my arm. The water stings like 


a bitch. 


"Don't put this shit on me Sixx," Tommy looks down shaking his head. "I can't deal with Heather and the 
wedding..being in love with you..seeing you do this shit to yourself." 


He crosses over to the mirror and stands behind me. | refuse to look up at his reflection as | continue 
scrubbing away all the dried blood | feel him gently place his hands on my biceps. He barely touches me as if 


he is unsure if | will just shrug him away. 


"You're the one Nikki," he whispers. "You'll always be the one.” 
My eyes dart up to his for just a split second, "What's that? The one you cheat on your fucking wife with?" 
Tommy sighs, "I'm not cheating on her.l'm cheating on you." 


| huff. I'm surprised he grasps such a simple concept. "Now why haven't | ever thought of that line. That shit 
is brilliant T-Bone. Walt Whitman would be fucking proud." 


| quickly shut off the water with all the blood spots and trails now gone. Tommy timidly offers out a towel to 


me. | jerk it away and wipe down my arm. Fuck it stings. 

"| never can seem to say the right things to you," Tommy glues his glare to the tile floor covered in my blood. 
| exit the bathroom, "Oh don't worry about that one. lm not the only one who has to be subjected to your 
bullshit words. In fact, | bet Heather has some special Tommy Lee dictionary she uses to look up everything 
you say." | begin scrounging for coke. | know show time can't be far away. 

"| don't like things like this between us," he says pulling his own stash out of his pocket and handing it to me. 

| grab it and plop down by the nightstand. 

"Nikki | meant every fucking word | said to you last night," he says watching me make out lines. 


"And l'm sure Heather has too, verbatim in fact" | say as | roll up a twenty dollar bill 


Then Tommy's hand is grasping my right wrist tightly as I'm about to do a line of his blow. "Fucking stop it 
Nikki.” 


| look up at him dryly with almost rolling eyes. "Look me in the eyes and tell me I'm fucking lying." 

Tommy's brows furrow and his face twists in pain. "But with you | fucking mean it" He grabs his stomach. 
"When | say it to you | fucking feel that shit in here. Knotting and twisting. My heart feels like it gets too 
fucking big for my chest. And | feel this goddamn explosion inside of myself that feels better than any drug or 
combinations of drugs we have ever fucking taken bro! | don't feel that shit with her. With her it's like telling 
your sister you love her..you're fucking supposed to." 

| snarl, "Yeah? You ask sisters to marry you where you come from?" 


He rolls his eyes. 


"You say you've always loved me. You said it's always been just me." | feel my eyes watering. "Then why the 


fuck did you ask her? If you loved me why the fuck did you ask?" | fight off a sob. "Then you tell me your 
great news and ask me to be your best fucking man. Then you fuck me and you tell me I'm the only person 
you have ever lovedl" | wipe away my tears. "And instead of ditching her and being with me, you're going ahead 
with the marriage and putting me in the position of being basically your fucking mistress! ls that it for me? Is 
that all the fuck | get? | didn't even get a fucking choice or a say! All of this is just what Tommy want's and 
needs. What fucking works best for Tommy!" 


Tommy sits on my bed with a sigh. He's quiet a long while while | do line after line of is coke. | soon start to 


feel very alert and full of energy. 
"You're right," | hear him almost murmuring. "| never gave you a choice in anything. I'm sorry." 


| stand up and stare down at him. "And your pathetic little sorry just fixes every fucking thing? You're still 
getting married and claiming to love only me. Where the fuck do | work into all this? Heather gets you 
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, me the rest? You sleep in the middle of us? What?!" 


Tommy shakes his head, "You know how much time you and | get together.” 


"Yeah, but its not our time anymore! Now its a fucking lie! A secret to keep from your wife! Do you have any 
clue how that makes me fucking feel?" 


Tommy cocks his head at me, "No, | don't. | would love to fucking know because you never fucking say anything 


about anything that contains feeling." 


| kneel before him sitting on the bed and rest my hands on his legs. "Because feelings hurt. And this fucking 
hurts," a stupid tear rolls down my cheek. "I just found out the one person | have ever had any feeling for 
feels something for me too. But he's getting married. He's marrying her and wanting me to be her replacement 
when she's gone. You crushed my soul Tommy. | feel like second best because | have to be the lie. | don't get 
to hold you close when | want, camera's be damned. | don't get to buy a house with you. | don't get to have 
kids with you. I'm the one who gets the dirty after show sex. The quickies in limos. In twenty four hours 


you've reduced me to nothing more than your personal groupie." 


Tears come to Tommy's eyes too. He grasps his head. "I don't want you to even say thot," he shakes his head. 
"I fucking love you. | want you. But bro | have to marry her. Please fucking understand that." 


| rise to my feet and turn my back to him, "I cant.” 

| soon feel his arms wrapped around me. His lips linger next to my ear. "Please help me make this work. | can't 
live without you. | fucked up. | should have told you how | felt a long long time ago..but | didn't. Now I'm stuck 
in shit up to my eyeballs. Please help me through this. Don't turn your back on me now when | need you the 


most" 


Tears free fall from my eyes. | hurt so much. | hurt that l'm being asked to share him. | hurt because | 


selfishly want him all to myself. | hurt because he hurts. | hurt because | can't just walk away. God knows | 
want to, but | just can't. 


| hear his soft words in my ears again, "You know I'd do it for you." 
And he would. | knew Tommy would do anything for me. My tears turn to meet his. "Then make me a promise." 
"Anything," he nods. 


"When you're laying next to her..and when there's someone with me.it's not them we're with.it's us.promise 


me." My shaky voice pleads. 


"| promise," he says embracing me tightly as sobs let go. "I love you so much Nikki.” 


Gangrene Has Set In 


Gangrene Has Set In 
Nikki's POV 


There are only days left until Tommy ties the knot to Heather. Officially documenting the ceremony that is 
ruining my fucking life. I'm supposed to be planning a goddamn bachelor party. But I'm too hollow. Too jaded. | 
just want to be away and removed from it all. | want to disappear. | do my best to be as numb as chemicals 


will allow me. | wish | were fucking dead. | already feel halfway there. 


In the last months there have only been two people | could turn to. Izzy and Slash. During tour breaks | would 
stay with them. No one ever thought to search for me there. Tommy could figure it out if he wanted to, but 
he's stuck in Heatherland. We'd stay smacked out. Then we'd get coked out and fuck. But none of it made me 
feel any fucking better. Not even the massive amounts of smack | shoved into my veins made anything any 


better. | had an incurable kind of pain | was dealing with. 

Recently Slash moved in with some girl. Izzy didn't seem as if it bothered him the least bit. | wish | knew how 
he did it. | felt like | was fucking dying. | thought about Tommy every waking moment of every day. | missed 
him so much. | missed that goofy laugh and hyperactive energy of his. But Izzy never bat an eyelash with 
Slash gone. How? | wanted to be able to do that too. 

| look over at Izzy strumming his guitar in his lap. | honestly had no idea he was this good. Slash drowns him 
out when they perform together. He's not a shredder like Slash, definitely not suited for lead, but he had an 
undeniable talent. He was a pretty underestimated player. Plus, like myself, he was a songwriter. Maybe even 
better than me. 

"Izzy?" | ask. 

He stops playing and glances up at me. 

"How do you do it?" | ask with a vague tone. 

"What's that?" he asks with a shrug and strums a few more notes. 

"Deal with the fact that Slash is living with some chick?" | question 

Izzy sticks his guitar pick in his strings and lies it on the couch next to him. He leans forward resting his 
elbows on his knees with a deep sigh. "Nikki, we live in a world where men marry women. Where anything 


different from that is called un-normal and automatically shunned." 


| just look at him. He hasn't answered me really. I'm not stupid, | know how the world works. | know how people 


have been raised to not accept this shit. 


He stares at me a moment with a raised eyebrow. "You know what your problem is?" He asks me reaching for 


a cigarette. 
"What?" | ask curiously. 


Izzy cups his hand around his lighter and lights his cigarette. He inhales deeply then exhales. "You let love in" 


He answers plainly. 

"Love?" | ask not really understanding where he was going with this. 

"Mmmm," he nods and inhales again "Man.love is something that always betrays you in one way or another," 
he pauses and stares at the carpet in deep thought for a moment. "Well if you leave it out you leave a lot of 
other shit out.shit like you're feeling right now.’ 

"So you don't love Slash?" | question befuddled. They seemed like the ideal couple. 

Izzy leans back, "| could very easily. It wouldn't be hard to, but | don't let myself." 

"Why?" | simply must know. How the fuck do you simply just not love someone if you love them. 

"What would the point be in it?" He hesitates glancing down at his hands. "I can't have him, | mean not in the 
traditional relationship sort of way. We don't live in a world where that shit flies. This is as good as it gets. 
The best guys like us are gonna get darlin" He shrugs. 

"It doesn't bother you when he's with chicks?" | quiz. 

Izzy smiles with a slight twisted smirk, "No, | have a little something extra they can never give him" 

"You don't get jealous?" | ponder. 

He huffs and shakes his head, "Nikki, how many groupies have you fucked? Did any of them ever mean more 
than the nut they gave you? | understand perfectly well what goes on with the chicks. And sometimes | like 
pussy too. It's like having the best of both worlds you know." 


"And what if Slash told you he was getting married?" 


Izzy slightly chuckles, "Well, then I'd still try to get in his pants every fucking chance | got." He drags from his 


cigarette again. 


"It wouldn't bother you being the ‘other’ person?" | ask 


"| wouldn't be, she would be," he answers quickly with confidence. "But no, | don't suppose I'd give a shit. Like | 
said, | don't let love complicate shit." He exhales. 


‘Ok.lets say you did love Slash..how would you deal with it then?" | press the matter fishing for the answer | 


need. 

Izzy drags from his cigarette with a sigh and stares at me a moment in thought. "Well the thought of killing 
someone would be my first impulse of course. But I'm not a rash guy who doesn't think things through. So I'd 
probably find a way to sabotage the relationship. But if | really really loved Slash..l'd just let him go and wish 
him happiness." 

| feel fucking tears trying to form. "He won't let me go." 

"Fuck," | hear Izzy, "You love him and he loves you too huh?" 

| nod and wipe away my tears. 

"And Heather Locklear is fucking Heather Locklear, only an idiot would dump her after he asked her to get 
married and she actually agreed. That shit is acceptable. You and Tommy..come on who would ever accept that 
shit except other fags?" 

| nod. 


Izzy reaches for a bottle of Jack on the floor between his feet and extends it out to me, "You're fucked man" 


Its about damn time he handed me the fucking bottle. My mouth has been watering for it for over a half 


hour. | snatch the bottle and take a chug feeling it's warm burn. "You shoulda been a shrink Stradlin 


He drags from his cigarette once more. "All you can do is take what you can get bro. Cherish what you're 


granted with. Make it enough. " 
"| don't know how," | shake my head. 
"Well it's either that or just fucking let him go." 


| stare at the floor. "Every beat of my heart, every breath into my lungs, every thought in my mind..it's all 
for him." And | mean every last word of that shit. 


Izzy takes the Jack bottle back and shakes his head. He chugs and lowers the bottle and commences shaking 
his head again. "You're fucked man. Totally fucked” 


| wipe my nose, "Yeah, tell me something | don't know." 


"Look," Izzy says, "If you love him and he loves you then shit should just sort of work itself out” 
"And if it doesn't? | just act like some Tommy Lee groupie?" 

He shrugs, "Guess that depends on how strong the love is.” 

"I wish | could just stop loving him," | mutter. 


"Wouldn't that be convenient?" he smirks. "I'd like that shit myself" There's a distant look of wonder in his eyes 
as a slight smile plays on his lips. He quickly shifts gears and | can see him forcing himself to think of 


something else. 


| look at him with confusion. What exactly did he mean by that? He sounded as if he truly wished for that. 
Was | missing something? Had he felt like | feel right now before? Was he in love with someone? Was he lying 
about Slash? "I thought you said you didn't love Slash." 


He picks his guitar back up again and places it in his lap. "| say a lot of shit Sixx" He pulls the pick from the 
strings and begins strumming softly again. 


This officially ends our conversation It had turned quite cerebral. Izzy was like that if a conversation began 
getting too deep. Like me, he chose not to deal with things. Emotion was something neither of us felt 
comfortable dealing with. | used the dope with suppressing mine. Izzy did too. Unfortunately its not always 
enough. But when the dope alone wasn't enough for Izzy he would run. He'd disappear and go off like a gypsy 
for days, maybe even weeks. Me, | just tried more dope anyway and hid in the dark with a gun 


Hells Wedding Bells 


Hells Wedding Bells 
Nikki's POV 


Here | stand swaying in my formal rock wear attire. The first word out of tommy's mouth when he saw me 
was how strung out | looked. And there was a perfectly good reason for that, | was. | had been for months. It 


was the only way | could deal with that constant ache when | was with or without Tommy. 


Surely Tommy understood | couldn't actually go through with this fucking shit sober. My boots were loaded 
with hypodermics. | came well prepared, loaded to the teeth. | kept excusing myself through most of the day 
to go to the bathroom. | wasn't discrete at all. | did not give a fuck. 


| try to stand there ard listen to all the bullshit the preacher is saying. None of it means a thing to me. Then | 
look at Tommy's face. He looks like the happiest rat fuck on the planet. But he's looking at her, not me. | can't 
put my pain into words. But | feel like I'm dying. Witnessing this is killing me in the slowest most agonizing way. 


Then come those words. The words asking if anyone objects. | want to end this madness. My lips part and | see 
Tommy look to me with a silent plead. | close my mouth and swallow. Just shut up Sixx. This is happening 
whether you fucking like it or not. My eyes fall to the floor. | need more smack to make this feeling stop. But 
it would be distasteful, even for me, to go to the bathroom in the middle of the ceremony. 


Eventually | had to produce the rings from my pocket. They needed these things right? Yet;here they were in 
my hand and | had all the power. | stare at them, twiddling them in my fingers examining them closely. Funny 
how two metal cylinders meant ownership to another person. After contemplating sabotage for far too long | 


hand over the rings. 


Then came those words | didn't want to hear. Words that had haunted my smacked out hallucinations. "I do." 
Spoken solemnly from the lips of MY Tommy. My heart starts to crack as if it's made of glass. My empty 
stomach caves in on itself into my back. My breathing stops and | have to force myself to inhale. My head 
pounds with doom. My knees shake and | pray for the strength to hold myself up. 


My insides twist in turmoil at the words, "You may kiss the bride." | watch Tommy's lips. My fucking lips, 
press to hers the same way they did to me. You bastard Tommy. You have no idea how much you're hurting 
me. | feel nothing but malicious spite for Heather. | want to jerk her away and claim the lips that belonged to 
me. | smirk | hope she enjoys where that mouth has been. 


This was it. Completely official. Tommy was Heather's husband. Ring on his finger, signed, sealed, and delivered. 
So what does this make me? Where does it leave me? Us? An empty ache leads me to the bathroom the 
second Tommy and Heather take off down the aisle. Feel like he's walking away from me. This pain has to go. It 
all hurts too fucking much. l'm still expected to give some fucking speech to the goddamn newlyweds. 


What the fuck does tommy expect me to fucking say? Congratulations. Best of wishes. The words that danced 
in my head play out nothing like that. No they sounded something more like, "Heather, I'll keep him warm when 
you're away. Tommy, can't wait to get you back on the road. Heather, may you find all the happiness you 
deserve. Tommy, if married life don't work out you always have me. Heather, I'm in love with your husband 


and he's in love with me. Tommy, you've broke my fucking heart." 


| was so fucking trashed by the time it came for to me to give my speech and | got it all fucking wrong. | was 
supposed to raise my glass and simply say, "May all your ups and downs be in bed" Well | raised he glass of 
champagne and fucking dropped it. Then my words came slurring out in the language of smack. Everyone could 
look at me and tell | was a junkie. But | didn't give a fuck. The person they all loved wasn't now married to 


someone else. 


Eventually Tommy pulls me aside. "Dude what the fuck is wrong with you showing up like this to my fucking 
wedding bro? Everybody keeps asking me what the fuck is wrong with my best man" 


| look to his with tears and reach forward and drag him into my embrace.'Di you have any fucking clue how 


much today hurts me?" | ask. "I don't want to share you.” 


Tommy give me some form of a sympathetic look. "Just pull it the fuck together bro.please," he says backing 


away from me and returning to his quests. Just leaving me standing there all alone and hurting. 


Didn't he know how desperately | needed him to hold me and kiss me. | needed to know it was all going to be ok. 
| needed his reassurance, his comfort, his touch. But today he seemed to have eyes only for her. Fuck | hadn't 


even got to kiss the groom. Yeah, today ranks pretty highly on my scale of shitty fucking days. 
Tommy's POV 


Nikki looked fucking awful all fucking broken and smacked out. He's made a complete wreck of this wedding, 
stumbling and slurring and shit. | had to make excuses for him all day. Heather was beyond pissed. 


From the look in his eyes | know he needs me. God | wish | could go to him. Wish | could hold him and promise 
him it was only him. But | couldn't. Not today. So | had to sit back with a fake smile and pretend to be the 
happy newlywed. l'm not happy. Nikki isn't the only one hurting here. 


Coming To 
Coming To 


| was face down in the alley behind the Cathouse. | feel arms lifting my arms. No clue why I'm face down on 
the filthy ass pissy fucking ground. Better yet, how the fuck did | even goddamn get here? | don't even 
remember coming to the fucking Cathouse. How'd | end up here, in the alley? Once more, who the fuck is lifting 
me up? Fuck am | being robbed, beaten, or arrested? | can't lift my head to see shit. 


Then a hand raises my chin and | see Stradlin looking at me with a cigarette dangling in his mouth and squinting 
one eye at the smoke that's curling up into it. "You breathing?" He asks me? 


| think | can only manage a weak groan. As | look at his face. It's twitching from side to side and | blink trying 
to focus. But my entire vision is jerking violently. 


"Man what the fuck are you doing out here?" | hear Slash drunkenly giggle. 


Fuck if | know is what | would say if | could. | was hoping like hell they could tell me the curious answer to that 
shit. They throw my arms around my shoulders and begin dragging me because my goddamn feet just are not 


going to fucking work right now. 
"What did you take?" | hear Izzy asking me. 


Very fucking good question Stradlin. Don't suppose you have the miraculous answer to that little mystery 
either huh? Yeah, me either. Saying what | took could be just about anything. There's nothing | won't do. I'm 
gonna say definitely some smack. Betting on a whole lot of Jack Daniels too. Pills maybe? All of that seems like 
perfectly deductible answers as to why my eyesight is twitching. Obviously no coke in a while though, 
otherwise | probably wouldn't be in this sedated state. 


They take me to a limo. Mine? Theirs? They drag me in and get in with me. They lay me across the seat. | feel 
my eyes rolling back in my head. | feel a hand grab my jaw but my eyes are still rolling. 


"Nikki! Come on wake up, snap the fuck out of it," | can hear Izzy saying 

"Is he Oding?" | can hear Slash asking, 

"| dort fucking know," | hear Izzy sigh 

| feel his fingers release my jaw as my head falls to the side. | hear Slash telling the drive to take us back to 
some fucking where that wasn't my place. Theirs maybe? Yeah, that's Izzy's address. | wish | could ask to 


verify that l'm right. l'm in this really tranced like coma state. | hear everything going on. l'm kinda aware of 
what's going on, | think. | hear what's being said. | understand. | can even think of how to answer the questions 


being asked. Have plenty of questions I'd love to ask. My brain seems to be functioning pretty lucidly. But my 
body is saying fuck you Nikki Sixx, lay your ass down and shut the fuck up. Be fucking still. Go to sleep bitch. 


Look, | know | tell you guys fuck you and | don't care what you think a lot. l'm an incredible asshole, | know. And 
| don't blame you one bit for being offended when | tell you that shit. But seriously, I'm sorry. So just tell me 
guys. What the fuck is going on with me? A hint? Anything? Please. 

"Shit," | hear Izzy hiss and | feel him jerking me by my arm onto my side. 

Then | feel the vomit oozing out of my mouth. | don't even feel that gag reflex. Can't even feel the booting of 
my diaphragm. Shit. Am | fucking paralyzed? Fuck what the hell has happened to me? Guys! Am | bleeding? Fuck 
check me for wounds! Large bruises? Head traumal Fuck maybe | need to go to a hospital. 


"How long did Mick say he'd been missing?" | hear Slash say. 


"Since Tommy's wedding..Friday. Five fucking days," he says and | can feel him rolling me even further on my 


side to let more puke dribble out of me. 
"Man look at his fucking arms," Slash winces. 


"Yeah, already saw them," Izzy sighs. 


"He's been on one hell of binge but | don't think I've ever seen him like this. Nikki can handle his shit" Slash 


explains. 

"I know he can, that's why I'm wondering what else he took. He had to mix some pills or some shit too, look at 
him. This ain't just smack and booze." Izzy says. "I mean, if he took something that ain't working with the 
smack." 


"Should we take him to the fucking hospital maybe?" Slash asks. 


Yes! | think you guys probably should. Just roll me out at the ER entrance and bail. It's cool | totally 
understand. I'll deal with the cops. 


"You know we can't fucking take him to the hospital," Izzy says in a peculiar tone. 
"Well maybe we should give him some coke and see if it brings him around any." 
"What if we fucking kill him?" Izzy asks. 


"Just a little shouldn't.just enough to see if it works any. | mean the hospital's gonna shove him full of either 


Narcan or Adrenalin right? Coke's close." 


There's silence. l'm not too sure what to make of Slash's plan. | mean it makes sense. But am | so fucked up it 
would? Fuck Sixx, think. What's the last thing you remember? A crystal decanter. Whiskey or Scotch. A fix. 
Think | was in a limo. This one maybe? When was that? What had | done since Tommy's wedding? | don't even 
remember leaving it, and | know | drove there. Fuck. Diary. Where's my fucking diary. | had to have written 


something in it in the last five fucking days. 


| guess we reach the destination because | hear the limo being shut off. Then again | feel myself being dragged. 
This time by the legs. Then my arms are grabbed again and thrown over the Gunner's shoulders. Yeah, this is 
Izzy's place. Good. Better than my place. That is unless | need a hospital. | don't know. 


"Let's get him in the bathroom." Izzy says attempting to hold me and to unlock his door. 


They wrangle me in down a hall, through Izzy's room and into his bathroom. Then they lower me to the cold 


ass tile floor. Really? No bed? Not a couch? Not even fucking carpet? A cold ass floor. 
"Cold shower?" Slash asks. 


"Should probably take his clothes off, none of our shit's gonna fit him." Izzy replies with that dry voice of his. 


Does anything ever get a rise out of him? 


So they undress me. Good thing it's them. | don't mind being naked with them. Not that | could fuck them up if 
| did. | have zero function of my body. l'm seriously wondering if I'm paralyzed. Oh well maybe this shower will 
reveal any would be wounds. I'm actually kinda hoping for one. For some excuse to explain this tyranny between 


my body and mind. 

Then I'm slumped down in my tub. Then comes the water. Fucking fuck me that shit is goddamn fucking cold! 
You Mother fuckers! Then a moan comes out of me. Yes! A fucking moan. Maybe l'm coming around. Try to 
move something Sixx. But that attempt fails me. But | can open my eyes and see my feet. My vision is still 

twitching like it has cerebral palsy though. 


"Sixx?" | hear and feel a smack across my face. 


Which one of these motherfuckers just hit me?! Son of a bitch you just wait until | get my ass up! Then like 
magic | feel my hand grab the side of my tub. Shit. | think this might be working a little. 


"I think he's trying to come around," Izzy comments as | hear him lighting a cigarette. "Go fix him a rig of 
blow." 


| guess Slash leaves. It gets quiet. Then | hear Izzy exhaling. "Sixx, if you can hear me.| just want to tell you 
one thing. It ain't the answer to your problems. But you know that. You gotta pull it together man" 


| feel myself starting to shake. 


"Yeah | know," Izzy sighs, "| hate the cold shower phase too. Not much more man" 


Soon Slash is coming back. "Here man, you do him. l'm probably too drunk" 


| feel Izzy pulling my arm straight. He feels it over. Her turns it from side to side. "Fuck he ain't got no veins 


man. 
"Come on Iz if anybody can find a fucking vein its you." Slash encourages. 


"Fuck it," Izzy says with that nonchalance of his and pushes my head to the side. He sinks the needle into my 


jugular and within moments the twitching in my eyes stops. 


My body's shaking but becoming rigid as well. "F.:f.fucking.kill the.water," | shiver the words out. 


An Empty Paradise 


An Empty Paradise 
Tommy's POV 


| open my eyes and see blonde tresses of hair draped over my chest. A sigh escapes me wishing they were 
black. She smells like lilacs and my nose craves the smell of stale booze, cigarettes, and sweat. My heart sank. 
This wasn't Nikki. This was my fucking wife. This was my honeymoon, | look down at the fucking ring on my 
finger. For once | look at it and see it the same way Nikki did when he hesitated to give it to me at the 
wedding. This marked me as hers. But | wasn't hers. | could never be hers. Nikki had my soul and whatever 


there may have been of a heart left. 


| sigh dragging myself gently out from under Heather. | reach for my smokes and stroll over to the window 
butt naked as | light one. | look out the window at blue skies, blue water, palm trees and snow white sand. 
There's a beautiful paradise outside my window. Beautiful, but it may as well have been a rainy dark dirty alley 
in West Hollywood. | just wasn't paradise without Nikki. 


| was worried about him. God he was so fucking out of it at my wedding. His skin had turned a yellowish green 
and it scared the shit out of me. He looked like all those homeless junkies that used to lurk in the shadows 
begging for change down on Sunset. God | hope he pulled it together. | was terrified of going home to news that 
the stupid fuck was dead. 


| take a deep drag from my cigarette and run a hand through my wild hair. Come on baby, hold it together for 
me. I'm coming back for you. | promise. | miss you and love you so much. Just one more week and we'll be 
Together again. Just seven days until | can feel you in my arms again. I'm so empty without you. | can't even 
make love to Heather without imagining you. | got it so bad for you baby | couldn't even cum until she was 
doggie style so | didn't have to see her face. I've discovered it's pretty easy to imagine an ass as anyone. And 
her blonde fucking hair.! just want to grab a magic marker and make it the color of yours. When she says my 
name during sex | just want to cup a hand over her mouth to silence her because your voice is the only voice 


| want to hear. 

"Tommy," | hear Heather stirring from the bed. 

| turn to look at her as | exhale. 

"That smoke smells awful,” she wrinkles her nose. 

"Sorry baby, | should have went outside. I'll put it out” | say snuffing it out. | hesitate a moment before 


crossing the room to her. | pull a smile out of myself and sit at the edge of the bed. | lean in to give her a 
kiss. 


She quickly covers her mouth, "I haven't brushed yet" 

| sigh and move back. "Um. need to go send a telegram." 

"A telegram? To who?" She asks me. 

"To Nikki." 

She tisked and rolls her eyes. "I think he can live without you for a couple of weeks.” 
| nod, "I know..'m just a little worried about him. | mean you saw him at our wedding." 
"You can't help a junkie," she shakes her head at me. 


| feel the heat of rage briefly sweep my veins. "Don't call him some junkie. He's my best fucking friend..and 
band leader." 


"How does that guy lead anything?" She asks me with a smirk and | want so badly to smack it off her face. 

"Sixx ain't always like he was at the wedding. That's why l'm worried," | say sliding into some pants. 

"Baby you wore those clothes yesterday,” she says to me. 

It don't matter, l'm just going to the front desk." 

"Your hair is a mess," She points at it. 

Seriously Nikki. | miss you. | miss us. You never tell me to put on clean clothes or brush my hair. Everything 
with her feels like a lie. It's you | need. The one who doesn't tell me | better not do drugs. You never tell me 
I've had too much to drink. 

"Like | said, l'm just going to the front desk for like five fucking minutes." 

"Language please,” she says with a smile. "But baby you have to remember the cameras." 

| furrow my brows and stand up to look at her. "Fuck the fucking cameras!" 

"Tommy." 


"No, there is no discussion here! l'm going to the front desk. I'll be right back." 


"If you care so much about Nikki Sixx you should have married him!" | hear her snapping just as | slam the 


door shut. 


Great now l'm causing a fucking fight on my honeymoon in fucking paradise. But it's a flawed paradise without 
him. | can't be here with Heather playing the doting new husband when I'm so worried about Nikki. | have to 
know he's ok. God whew was he? | prayed like hell he was in a pile of Slash's hair and hips deep in Izzy. At least 
he wouldn't be all alone. Nikki's no good alone. He needs someone there with him to keep him from stepping over 
the edge. Maybe | should send telegrams to Slash and Izzy too and ask them to look after Nikki. Keep him alive. 
This is probably a futile effort, they're both junkies too. But Stradlin seems to hold his shit together. Maybe | 
can count on one of them to keep him going until | can come home to him. 

| walk to the front desk. "Hi, | need to send a telegram," | smile. 

"Sure, and it's to?" They ask grabbing the form. 

"Nikki Sixx.ll654 Canyon Drive, Van Nuys, California” 

"And the message sir?" 

| clear my throat and stare at the counter. "Don't you fucking die on me. I'll see you in seven days." 

"Yes sir, is that all?" 

"Yeah | nod." 

"And it's from?" 

| shake my head, "Trust me, he'll know." | turn to leave but pause, "And could you connect me to America?" 


"Sure," they nod and sit a phone on the countertop dialing all sorts of numbers first. | dial the rest. 


It rings several times with no answer. How many time zones were between here and LA. Just as | was 
preparing what | was going to say to Stradlin's machine when he picked up. 


"Yeah." 

zzy?" 

"Maybe, who the fuck is this?" He asks on the defensive. 

‘Its Tommy," | reply so glad | reached him. 

"Oh," is all | hear with a sigh, "suppose you must be looking for Nikki huh?" 


"Yeah, have you seen him?" | eagerly ask. 


"Yeah, matter of a fact, he's passed out in my bed as we speak.And T-Bone, | don't mean that to sound like it 
sounds. I'm not fucking with you or anything. Nor did | fuck him.Me and Slash found him face first behind the 
Cathouse. He was od'ing | think Gave him a cold shower and some coke and he came to a bit..then he passed 


out. Don't worry, he's still breathing. He's with me.l'll keep an eye on him." 
A tear rolls down my cheek. "Thank you Izzy." 
"Egh.lt's cool man, have a nice honeymoon," Izzy says just before hanging up on me. 


Thank god he was ok. Thank god Izzy and Slash found him. 


Another Day Without You 


Another Day Without You 
Nikki's POV 


| awoke to that internal clock in my head that goes off with a pounding throb each day. It usually went off 
after b to B hours from my last fix or drink. | will my eyes to open and luckily the room is pretty fucking dim. 
Thank you Stradlin Apparently he has the same internal clock as | do. 


| sigh remembering freezing to death in his shower last night, unable to make my body work. | still have no 
clue what combination of drugs | took to end up like that. | raise my head which aches with this intensity you 


wouldn't believe, and groan. | don't see Izzy or Slash anywhere. 


| sit up on the edge of the bed in search for a fucking cigarette. I'm pretty sure mine got fucked in the 
shower. Both those motherfuckers smoke, there has to at least be a goddamn butt somewhere. But no. | do 


see half a bottle of Jack. | grab it and turn it up and kill it like | do as part of my stage act. 


| find my clothes laying on the counter in the bathroom. | slide into my pants too lazy to even lace them up. 
And fuck my shirt, it's covered in puke and dirty as shit anyway. | glance a myself in the big bathroom mirror. 
| look like death with half a pulse. I'm fucking yellow. My skin is almost transparent. It looks like a water bed 
mattress. Fuck | look bad. 


Cigarette. | still need a fucking cigarette. | leave the room and make my way down the hall. When | get into the 
living room | see Izzy sitting shirtless on the window seat of his bay window. He gently exhales smoke as his 
eyes peer out the window. He has no expression that | can read. But somehow | think | hone in on a distant 


feeling | knew all too well. 


His eyes fall down to the cigarette in his hand. He just watches it burn between his fingers. A blank stare, like 
he wasn't even there. In body only did he sit there. Yeah, that goddamn blank face didn't reveal a fucking thing, 
cool, calm, steady, collected. But | know that fucking look. Yeah. | get it. 


"Hey," | scratch my chest and push my hair out of my eyes. 


He coolly tilts his head to my direction using only the muscles required to do just that. The blankness on his 
face never changes. It doesn't change in surprise or alter to greet me. All the same his hollow eyes 


acknowledge me as he extends the cigarette in his fingers out to me. 


| go for it looking probably like a junkie..well.| take it into my lips for one luscious long drag. God it was almost 
as good as a fix.almost.'ll get to that. Right now l'm enjoying the fact that Izzy is smoking my brand. 
Apparently | haven't had one of these in a while. 


"So | suppose you want to know what happen last night?" Izzy shrugs at me words laced with an indifferent 


nonchalance. The way everything thing comes out of him. 

| wish | could adapt the way he has. Wish | had that uncaring nature, or at least the pretense of it. Me. | have 
too much rage in me. Too much unrelenting anger. Too much seething pain And it just fucking comes out. Fuck 
that, it stays out. | can't control it, it controls me. But what controlled me | saw lassoed and dominated over in 
Izzy. But it was there. | saw it in his eyes from time to time. 

| shake my head no. "| remember," | say. 


Izzy gives a faint smirk and raises an eyebrow. "That's unexpected." 


| nod and drag from the cigarette some more, "Yeah, | know. Thanks for not leaving me behind the Cathouse 


man, you and Slash both. Where is Slash?" | ask looking around. 
Izzy's head turns back out the window in a blank stare. "In his own bed | assume." 
| can see Izzy's chest slightly heaving as he says this. Fighting so hard to be cool and detached. 


“Tommy called this morning," His dry voice says softly. Unless he's drunk Izzy barely talks above a whisper. 
Izzy's just soft spoken. Me, I'm always the loudest fucker in the room. Wait..did he say.. 


"Tommy?" | say and feel the ‘Y hanging up in my throat. 


"Yeah, he was worried about you," Izzy barely says peering out into nothing. His eyebrows slowly center to the 
middle of his forehead in a frown which does not register to his lips. 


| can't help but smile to myself that Tommy had called. 

"Soooo," Izzy sighs and spins around to face me, "looks like | get the job of playing your baby sitter for the 
next fucking week. And | feel the need to tell you, I'm not much on kids, so give me a fucking break huh? No 
more having to fucking drag your heavy ass all over the goddamn place..agreed?" 

| just nod with a sideways smirk. 

"Ok.now that that's established and shit..you want a hit?" He asks his eyebrows shooting up like it would be the 
most awesome adventure ever. How sweet. | could see his love for that sexy temptress with the golden eyes. | 
remember when | looked at her the same way. Now..there's just numbress. 


"Fuckin A," | exhale smoke with a big nod. 


Izzy slightly chuckles, "Its your shit anyway dumbass, found it on you last night. You apparently bought a lot 


of weight before you passed out, face down, in god knows what." 


Did scoring ring any bells? Nope, not fucking really. 
"Is it good?" | ask Izzy knowing damn well he has been in it. 


He nods with a sideways smirk that mirrored my own. But of course | rock this shit way better. And since | 
told you | wouldn't tell you | don't give a fuck what you think anymore..l'll refrain.just know. 


So Izzy and | got fucking high. We both tied up the raging tigers trying to rip out of us. We got to the point 
one gets in which they find solace in nothingness. Now the way in which Stradlin obtains those blank stares 
seems like a possibility. Dude was smacked out of his fucking head. No one would believe this shit unless they 
saw it like me. Izzy had an unbelievable tolerance apparently, like myself. And, like myself was a highly 
functioning junkie. 


Time Served 


Time Served 
Nikki's POV 


Not sure how long | lay here dormant on a floor staring up at a ceiling. A blink comes to my eyes as | hear 
the gentle strumming of a guitar. The sweetest, softest, saddest, most depressing shit you've ever heard. But 
still, in it's own right, fucking beautiful. | had to hand it to Izzy, he was way better at putting his heart into his 
playing than | was. But come on | play a fucking bass, I'm working with two less strings. Sometimes there's a 
little heart in my lyrics, but not nearly enough. There's more fuck the world, let's drink and get laid in mine. 
But Izzy, it was like every word had a hidden double meaning. The meaning the masses would get, and yet a 
more subtle one that only someone close would read into. Damn, l'm starting to think Stradlin here may be the 


brains behind the band. 

"Hey |zz," the words trickle from my languid mind and numb lips as | will my head to turn and look at him. 

He perches there in his window with rays of sun coming in through it. But somehow it's as if every last ray 
missed him or simply bounced off. He repelled it. An odd and strange occurrence or my fucked up mind playing 
games with me? | don't know, any thoughts on this? I'm fucking blank. | can't fucking explain this shit that 


defies the laws of basic science. 


"Humm?" Izzy asks, eyes never once leaving his guitar. His fingers never stopping with their gentle 


ministrations. 

"What's today?" | slur. 

"Sunday," Izzy replies with no thought involved. 

"When does Tommy get back?" | ask as | will my arm to scratch my stomach. There's just no way | can sit up. 


"Friday," Izzy says exhaling smoke from the corner of his mouth as his cigarette continued to dangle. 


That gentle rhythm he has set in motion is still softly humming from the acoustic in his lap. 
"| need a hit," | groan 

"Ok," | hear Izzy reply but his playing still doesnt stop. 

In fact it lulls me right to sleep. And | dont mean lulls me to sleep, like oh | fell asleep with the radio on. And | 
don't mean lulls me, as if its something boring. | guess its comforting, It sort of makes me feel like a baby in a 


crib. Flat on my back staring up at a ceiling as some wind up toy plays the same little catchy lullaby over and 


over. Yeah, that's what Stradlin's playing is doing to me. Rock-a-bye Sikki. 


When | awake the room is dark except for moonlight. There is no sound of music, no TV, nothing. | run my hand 
down my side. | appear to be in a bed. Whose bed? | lift my head. | see the outline of Izzy standing in the 
moonlight at the window. Smoking a cigarette as usual. He's kinda hot all bathed in moonlight with smoke swirling 
all around him catching the moons gentle glow even more. 


| watch as he stands there and stares with that dead look in his eyes and blank expression on his face. When 
he blinks its slow and almost seems to bring him pain. With a sniffle he wipes his nose with the back of his 
hand. Does he need a fix? Did we run out of shit? He looks down exhaling smoke. What the fuck | would not give 


to be able to read his mind. This seems like one of those rare moments when there's actually something on it. 
"Izzy?" | mumble. 

His head lifts and faces me. "Yeah?" 

"What day is it?" | manage to lift myself to my elbows. 

"Monday," he replies and drags from his cigarette there in the dark. 

"| need a fucking fix," | sigh. 

"We need a chick," Is Izzy's reply in that single tone of his that shows no emotion at all. 

"A chick?" Fuck that, | don't want to go anywhere. 


"Mmmm," he nods dragging from his cigarette, "I know this chick down on Melrose." | hear him smirk, "She likes 


it rough." 


| can't help but smirk too. Why the hell not fuck some rage out? So Izzy called her up and half an hour later 
this bitch is tied up on Izzy's bed with a cock in her mouth and a cock in her ass. | think at one point one in 
her ass and one in her pussy. And Izzy was putting it delicately when he said she liked it rough. This bitch 
belonged in a goddamn circus freak show. A Mexican Donkey Show didn't have shit on this crazy bitch. I'm not 
even going to admit to or own up to half the shit | found myself doing. And | fucking tell everything like | don't 
give a fuck As You well know, | don't give a fuck what people think. But this shit.not even Nikki Sixx will admit 
to. 


We fucked her till | either went blind or passed the fuck out. Maybe we ran out of coke? | don't know. But 


anyhow, | was fucking out. 


| awoke with my face on a cool surface. Formica? | slightly raise my head see Izzy sitting across from me 


eating a bowl of cereal. Fruity Pebbles? He looks at me blankly. 


"You gonna eat the shit or what?" He shrugs. 


"What's today?" | ask peering into the bowl before me. 

"Tuesday" 

| groan and drop my head back to the counter. "I need a fucking hit" 

"Sure," Izzy replies, "just as soon as you can walk your ass to the bedroom and fix it" 
Fuck that. Too fucking far. 


| awake with a dream of kissing Tommy on a white sandy beach. | lift my head to see Izzy sitting next to me 


nodding with a needle in his arm still 
"Wake up!" | shout and fucking regret the pain it puts in my own head. 


Izzy slowly lifts his head but doesn't open his eyes. "Wednesday," he mumbles and it slowly starts to droop 
again. Wednesday? What the fuck is he talking about? 


"Hey man you might wanna pull the needle out," | nudge him. 

He somehow wills himself to do so and melds into the couch. Wow. I'm kind of surprised to see Stradlin like this. 
He usually keeps his shit so together. | rub my eyes. | want to feel just like he does right now. | don't want to 

be haunted with dreams of Tommy. So | prep me one of the biggest loads I've ever done. And soon, l'm nodding 
into oblivion too. 

"Sixx," | hear and feel a nudge. 

| part open one eye and see Izzy standing in front of me. He lightly kicks my leg. 

"What?" | groan. 

"Vince just came by here looking for you." 


"Vince?" | ask and rub my eyes, "What day is it?" 


"Thursday," Izzy says. "| told him | ain't seen you. He looked a bit pissed..worried..you might maybe need to call 


or some shit" He shrugs. 
"Fuck Vince," | say and re-close my eyes. 


My eyes open to the sound of running water. | lift my head to find myself slumped against the wall of Izzy's 


bathroom. | feel an explosion of energy in my veins. My eyes dart up to meet Izzy's as he is pulling a needle 


out of my foot. 
"Wake up man," He says to me, "gotta get cleaned up, Tommy's on his way here to get you." 


"Tommy? What fucking day is it?" | ask shoving myself to my feet, reeling from what | assume was a hell of a 


dose of fucking coke. | hear the rumblings of a distant train in my ears. 


"IFs Friday," Izzy answers drone like, "get your shit together, he'll be here in like 40 minutes." And he exits the 


bathroom leaving me there. 


Casa De Stradlin 


Casa De Stradlin 
Tommy's POV 


| arrive at Izzy's place and jet my ass up the stairs like Mighty Mouse. l'm so close to Nikki | can already feel 
him. | pound at the door with a good fucking beat. | have to remember that one. Then | see there is a doorbell. 
But | already see someone coming to the door. Izzy opens it standing there looking just like Izzy always does, 
tight pants, wrinkled up and unbuttoned shirt and a cigarette dangling from his mouth. He removes the 


cigarette and gives me his best attempt of a smile. 


"Come in, he's in the bathroom," he gestures for me to come in. "That way," he points down the hall and places 


his cigarette back in his mouth. 


He walks away and leaves me standing there. | feel like | just met the father of some chick l'm picking up. | 
smile from ear to ear and go to the direction Izzy said. | go through the opened door at th end of his hallway. 
His room. | see the bathroom door shut. | hear the sink running. | reach out with that goofy smile and turn 


the knob. 


| open the door a crack and can see Nikki standing there at the sink shaving. His hair is wet and straight as a 
board halfway down his back. A towel is loosely tucked around his waist. My heart pounds in my chest. Fuck 


me | missed him. 
"You getting all sexy for me?" | ask 


Nikki spins in shock and his eyes meet mine. | can see him fighting like hell not to smile. | walk in shutting the 
door behind me. | step toe to toe with him still smiling like a fool. His skin is so fucking pale. But he still looks 

sexy in this vampirish sort of way. Nikki's black eyes flutter. | can tell he's on coke. | could reeeaaalllyyyy use 
some myself. I've just left sober land with my wife. Hope there's still some here. 


“Something wrong?" | ask wrapping my long arms around his waist. Damn he's lost even more weight. 

He just stares at me like a deer in headlights. "You actually came?" He softly utters. 

‘Of course | came," | smile and pull his body into mine. He's rigid but | soon feel him relaxing and wrapping his 
arms around me too. He buries his face, still half covered in shaving cream, into my neck and | feel his body 


start to shake. Then | hear his muffled sobs as his hands clutch at my clothes. 


| breathe in the smell of all the different soaps and shit Izzy must use and just hold him there against me and 


he grows weak with sobs in my arms. "Didn't | promise you?" | whisper into his wet hair. "I love you Nikki, just 


you." 


And he lets go with even more sobs as he pulls away from me and looks at me with the brightest smile of joy 


| have ever seen come from him. 

"No tears baby," | whisper and shake my head as | stroke away a tear from his cheek. | can't help but notice 
the black rings under his eyes. | know he's been staying fucked up all day every day. And | know it's because of 
me. | glance at his exposed skin peppered in discolored bruises and scabs. God he's shooting up a lot. "I'm so 


sorry Nikki.” 


He just wraps his arms around me and kisses me like only Nikki can..Well.[zzy does kiss like exactly the same, 


but he wasn't Nikki. "I missed you," he cooed between soft sweet kisses. 

"God | missed you too," | growl and grip at the towel around his waist, tempted to jerk it off. 
"| hate it without you," he whispers to me and trails his kisses down my chest. 

"I do too," | moan and let my neck fall to the side for him. 


"Maybe | should finish shaving and put on some clothes so we can get out of here huh?" he playfully nips at 


my neck. 
"Fucking please," | nod. 


He looks at me with a classic Nikki smirk, "Ok, go play with Izzy, I'll be out in ten minutes." He turns back to the 
sink. 


| smack his ass, "Mmmm fucking hurry," 


He smirks again and tosses me a towel to wipe off the shaving cream. | quickly do so and scoot out of the 


bathroom before no one gets out alive. | adjust my dick and find Stradlin sitting on his couch drinking a beer 


and lounged back watching TV. MTV to be precise. 

"Hey, so | really appreciate this last week," | say and sit across from him on a love seat. 

He just gives me a wink and tilts his beer bottle at me. 

"Isis he ok?" | nervously ask as | bite my fingernail. 

An odd motion comes from his eyebrows as his lips slightly twist. "What do you think man? He's been a fucking 
wreck" No displays of anything carry in his voice. It's so matter of factly sounding. Sometimes it's hard to tell 


when this guy is being serious or joking. Is he mocking or serious? Its so hard to tell with Stradlin 


"What about the smack?" | ask. "Has he been doing a lot?" | don't even know what the fuck I'm asking for. | 


already saw how fucking awful Nikki looks. 


"Around the clock if you call that a lot," he carelessly shrugs and swills from his beer. | can see Izzy's been on 
the same clock as Nikki. His hair looks like it hasn't seen shampoo in a month. | can only surmise that Nikki 
must have looked similar before | came. Ergo, these two had been on the same smack binge. I'm sure Nikki 


supplied the fucking party too. 
"Good for you though, right?" | smirk feeling a twinge of jealousy. 


Izzy's eye's cut over to me. "Nikki being here don't make shit much different for me. I'm capable of scoring on 


my own" His eyes carelessly return to staring blankly at the TV. 
"Good company though, right?" | prod even more like a jealous boyfriend. 


His eyes divert from the TV screen. One side of his mouth drawls into a snarling smirk. Izzy smirks at me 
almost the same way Nikki does. "Really? We're gonna play jealous now?" He asks, his tone never altering, 


"Jealous because while you've been off on some tropical fucking island, Sixx has been here with me?" 


l'm speechless but apparently Izzy who hardly ever fucking talks is nowhere near out of steam. | think he's 
just getting warmed up. 


"Yeah, Tommy | had a real good fucking time dragging him out of a fucking alley, cleaning up puke and blood and 
all that shit. Telling him every goddamn five minutes what day of the week it is." He shakes his head with a 
smile. His words are sarcastic, but his tone delivers no such hint of such. Its droll. It's void. "That's how | spell 


romance," he again tilts his beer bottle at me with a smirk. 

| honestly don't know if | should be fucking mad or sad or guilty. But Izzy carries on and | can't decide. 
"Imagine yourself Tommy, laying in bed next to her..wishing for him. Dying for him. Killing the fucking pain the 
best you can. Just counting the hours till you can hold him again. Cuz that's what he does too." His tone is 
almost reminiscent. Ok, how do you be mad at that? his eyes shift to meet mine. "There's never enough time 
with someone you love. Don't waste what little of it you get with trivial shit like jealousy. Don't waste all that 
fucking time arguing over who's been doing what while the other's been doing this shit. You'll find out too late 
that it was nothing more than a waste of precious time." 

Holy shit. | did not know Stradlin thought that deep. And he's fucking right too. He's fucking right. 

"You ready?" | hear Nikki walking down the hall. 


"Ummm..yeah," | nod and force my gaze off Izzy the fucking Yoda master. 


"Izz," Nikki calls out cheerfully, "been a pleasure." 


Izzy sighs, "Well that makes one of us. You make a shitty guest man, hope this don't become a pattern" 
Nikki smirks at me, "He's gonna miss me." 


"Later you two," Izzy waves his hand shooing us off as he props his socked feet up on his coffee table. 


H's All Good 


Its All Good 
Tommy's POV 


We made use of the long drive back to Nikki's fucking place. We took this time to get me loaded with coke and 
Jack to put me somewhere close to Nikki's level. My level. Honestly though | couldn't drive fast enough. | had 
missed him so fucking much. | always have missed him when we're apart. I'm empty and lost. | don't fucking 
have a clue what to do with myself. Nikki's the only person who can have fun on my kind of level. Fuck | don't 


think anyone can reach Nikki's level 


When we get to his place l'm fucking ready! Nikki unlocks the front door. From behind him | thrust him inside 
with my hips as my arms slither around him. My lips kiss at the back of his neck. Nikki slams the door shut 
and turns to face me. He peers into my eyes and | can see myself reflecting in his wide black pupils. He grabs 
my shirt and rips it straight down the front. His fingers drag down my bare exposed skin as his lips take mine. 
His kiss is on fucking fire man. There's just no words to describe the fucking passion l'm talking about here. 
Nikki's the fucking poet, not me. 


My fucking arms could not pull him close enough to me. Nikki suddenly pushes me away hard. My back hits the 
wall. The look on his face seems so angry. When he starts for me | honestly don't know if | should duck, or 


wait and see what he has in store. My palms press against the wall in anticipation of the unknown 


Nikki's hands jerk at my pants. His eyes staring me down with that demented look in his them. Did he love me 
or hate me? | sware to fucking god | can't tell. He leans in and runs his tongue up my long neck. His hands 


start to shove my pants down off my hips. | can feel his teeth sinking into the most tender spot on my neck. 
"Don't you want to take this to the bedroom?" | ask, slightly wincing at the pleasure | found in the pain. 
"Mmmm," he lightly coos into my neck, "Too far." 


Those words just set me on fucking fire. A dam breaks open. An explosion happens inside me. A fucking 
Tasmanian Devil rips out of me. | grab Nikki by the shoulders and spin him. His back jolts against the wall as | 
pin him there. | pull his wrists above his head and collide our lips together. Nikki's tongue dances in my mouth 
like a stripper in a titty bar. He grinds himself into me as he stays suspended on the wall with lips in a heated 
fury. 


God | wanted him so fucking bad. My hands are clenched so fucking tight around his wrists. I'm ready to take 
him right now. But then Izzy's words from our conversation earlier start playing in my head. All that shit 
about never having enough time with someone you love. About making the best of every fucking minute you 


have together. 


"Wait," | say as | pull my lips away. 

"For what?" Nikki purrs as his hips grind into me even further. 

| want it to be special," | pant trying to catch my breath. 

‘It's always special," Nikki says to me seizing my lips. 

| pull back. "There's never enough time with you baby. | want every fucking second to count" 
Nikki looks at me confused as | release his wrists. "Don't this count?" 


"Well yeah, but it's so hot and itll be over so fast.. just want this moment to last.last for as long as we're 
blessed with it because its gonna end soon | just want to take you in | want to go slow and take the time to 
fucking feel everything, you know." | can't tell what the fuck Nikki is thinking. He just freezes along the wall 
staring at me like a scientific experiment or some long equation math problem. | run my hand across his cheek 


"| love you." 


"| love you too," he nods. He looks at me curiously for a moment. | can tell he has no clue what to do now. So | 


take him by the hand and lead him to the bedroom. 
Nikki's POV 


Make every second count? Because it doesn't last? Yeah, that shit fucking hit me like a ton of bricks. It made 
me think about the last week at Izzy's house. | remember the distance in his eyes as he stared blankly out the 
window. He was waiting for Slash. Hoping beyond hope he would just pull into this driveway. He sat like a devoted 
dog waiting on his master. And | know, without any fucking convictions, that in a matter of hours | will be just 
the same. I'll be staring out my window longing for Tommy and waiting for him to come back to me again. My 


heart sinks to my stomach and | don't think it will ever find its correct place inside me again 


| can look in Tommy's eyes and see forever. | see his love for me so clearly. But | also see the uncertainties. | 
see the doubts. | even see pain. Pain just like | had been feeling. Tommy explains to me how he wants to take it 
slow and make it last. While | understand perfectly well what he means, it's hard to grasp the concept. | was 
used to a stolen moment on a bus or in a fucking toilet. Maybe the odd hotel room and my place. A clock was 
always ticking for us. | guess my impatience rushed things. | guess all that passion in me feels the need to 
come out fast and quick so that | can safely tuck it back away. So | can wrangle and bridle it inside of me. And 
god it's so fucking hard to do that shit. It hurts so fucking bad. But these moments, the ones here with him, 
make it all fucking worth it. 


Tommy lays me back on my bed with the sweetest kisses imaginable. His hands slowly work us from our 
clothes so the warmth from our skin can build together. Touches so soft. Caresses that reached down into my 
very soul. And | fucking felt loved. Love like only Nona had ever bestowed to me. All my life, this was all | ever 


wanted. Love. But it's not a simple love. Its not a perfect love. It's not even really an accepted love. But it's 


real. | know its fucking real. As real as real will ever be for a guy like me. 


Tommy's mouth starts to roam my body. All of my senses are heightened from the coke, but in the core of 
my body | can already feel that junkie shaking for a fix. | try to push aside the impulse and not taint this time 
| have with Tommy. | focus solely on him. | thank god for him. | revel in the fact that he loves me. But it stil 
doesn't belong to me. Not wholly. He's still bound in matrimony to fucking Heather. He still has to leave me to 
go back to her. But he came right? He came when | knew he would. He hadn't left me at a window staring and 


waiting. He came. That has to count for something. Doesn't it? 


Izzy 


Author's Notes: 
| hope this is a warm up of things to come. Enjoy Slashgirllll I'll give ya a real fix for those carnal needs soon 


lzzy 
Izzy's POV 


l'm coming down. Crashing. Fucking hard. Spending a whole week with Nikki Sixx was enough to kill any 
inexperienced drug user. Luckily I'm not inexperienced. I've been shooting up almost four years now and have 
yet to overdose. However, I've seen my fair share of them. But every junkie Od's eventually. I've just been 


lucky thus far. But my luck will run out. 


| keep staring out of the windows in my house like a fucking idiot. Just staring and waiting. Hoping to see Slash's 
car pull into my driveway. | know, it's fucking pathetic, believe me | know. What makes me even more of 
goddamn loser is the fact that | pretend it's all ok. | keep a straight face every time he goes to leave to be 
with her. But that's my fault because | told him it's ok. 


Its fucking not ok. lim not ok. None of this is ok | lied. | lie to everyone. Mostly to myself | guess. | am in love 
with Slash. | have been for a while. But we didn't go into shit under the pretenses of being a couple. We have 
just always been the two guys in the band that swing both ways, sometimes together. But how can you spend 


so much time, and share so much intimacy with someone without gaining feelings for them? 


| fought it every step of the way, telling myself it was just for fun. Making myself believe that was all there 
could be between us. | enjoy banging chicks too, but a bond to them lacks in me. But | still make it seem like 


they're special while they're in my bed. But Slash was the only one | longed for. 


| understand exactly how Nikki feels being second best and a secret from a woman At least Slash wasn't 
married. | don't believe | could take that. It was hard to sleep alone knowing he slept next to her, making love to 
her. Yeah | get Sixx's pain. | feel it too. Left alone all the time for some woman. Taking what little of themselves 
they give to you. And that feeling of second best that Nikki had mentioned, | got that shit. | felt that same 
pain Nikki did. I'm just a lot better at keeping things inside and covering them with this uncaring facade | 


maintain. 


While this serves it's purpose most effectively on the outside, it kills my soul. It fucking hurts and like Nikki, all 
| know to do is try to self medicate it. Try to take the edge off. This is gonna kill me. | just know it is. 


This last week with Sixx only reflected on my own situation so much it's driven me over some invisible edge. | 


just don't give a fuck how much smack | do. | don't fucking care. | can't care. I've got to pull my shit together 


and jerk my head out of my ass. Be numb Isbell. Just be numb to it all 
Or..run.. 


Running is something I'm am very fucking good at. Very good! Hiding is another thing at the top of my resume’. 


| look out my window again at the horizon. | should just run to it. | should just fucking run. 


But the funny thing is, | don't want Slash to worry. | don't want to cause him any pain. Fuck for once in my life 
| want to badly just to be fucking selfish. | want to kill his fucking girl and grab him by his curls and drag him 


home again. 


| hated this goddamn helpless feeling. | hated the fucking doubts that creep into my fucking head. | hate sitting 
here and fucking waiting for him. | feel so fucking stupid. | feel like a fucking girl. Goddamn him for reducing me 
to this fucking shit. 


The Other Women 


The Other Women 

Nikki's POV 

| stir from the movement in the bed. | part my eyes to see Tommy sitting at the edge quietly getting dressed. 
| stretch and glance at the clock. It's 10:30. Tommy looks over his shoulder at me. There is no smile on his 
face. In fact he looks almost fucking sick Its enough to make me lift myself up onto my elbows. 


| can hear him sigh. "I gotta go." 


| lean over to him and wrap arms around him. "Mmmm, you can stay a bit longer," | kiss at the back of his 


neck. 

"| can't," he again sighs. 

"But, it's only 10:30." | say. 

"I told Heather I'd be home by midnight. It's an hour drive dude." He sighs again slipping into his shoes. 

| huff and slide away from him. Tommy turns to me again 

"Come on, you know | don't want to go." 

"Do 1?" | half snap. 

"Come on baby, don't do this. Don't make this into an argument. | don't wan to leave mad." 

My eyes lock with his and | see the desperation in his voice. | think about Izzy telling me to not let love in Not 
to let this shit matter. | lean back into my pillows and lock my hands behind my head. "Whatever," | sigh and 
stare at the end of the bed 

"We'll be leaving out for Denver before you know it and itll be just me and you again," he smiles to me. 

| just nod and try to choke back the words that want to come pouring out of me. | don't want to make shit 
turn into a fight. It's hard enough for me like this. | watch as Tommy stands up and pulls on his shirt. | just 
have to stay calm. | can do this. 


ove you, lommy smiles and stoops down To Kiss me. 
'I love you," Tommy smiles and stoops down to ki 


"Yeah," | sigh giving him a weak kiss. "I'll see you soon 


He sighs and stands back up. He slightly shakes his head as he stares at me. He says nothing though. He just 
turns to leave. And then, just like that, I'm all alone again. Fuck! | kick the sheet off he and jump up. | go 
straight to my closet and get my shit. 


Slash's POV 

| arrive at Izzy's late, almost midnight. His house is dark and | hear no sounds. The door is locked, but Izzy had 
given me a key. So | use it and creep inside. Maybe | can surprise him. He's so fucking cute when he's 
surprised. It makes him blush. He turns so red when he blushes. | make my way through the house but don't 
see him. Finally | enter his room. 

Its totally trashed. It smells like stale whiskey and pot. Plus a stale un-fresh linger. | see my Izzy asleep on the 
bed like some dark angel. Moonlight is bouncing off his pale skin. | kneel by his bed with a smile as | watch him 
sleep. 

| can't help but notice bruises on his arms. That's odd, | never see him with bruises. | shrug it off and look 
once more at his peaceful face. | run my thumb down his jaw and then move a strand of hair from his 


forehead. 


| see his eyelids part just enough to see me there. His eyebrows instantly begin to furrow. "Where have you 
been?" He asks me. "It's been a week" 


| smile, "Ah come on Izz, you know how chicks can be." 


His eyes open wider as he just studies me with that look on his face. Is he mad at me? “What's up with all the 


bruises?" | motion to his arm. 

He huffs, "You ever spent a week with Nikki?" 

| just shake my head no. 

"Yeah, well save your questions for after you do." He reaches for a cigarette. 

"Was it bad?" | ask. 

He cuts his eyes at me and slightly rolls them. 

"Well at least you weren't all alone. You had Sixx to..um.keep you company." | can't really explain why, but 


visioning the two of them together was making me queasy. Why? | had been quite turned on by watching them 


before. 


Izzy's eyes flutter away, "Yeah," he nods. "So how long do we have?" 
"About four hours," | smile to him. 


He draws in a long drag and looks at me with a squinted eye. "Well what are you waiting for? Time's a wastin’." 


There's Something In Your Eyes 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy slashgirl and lalil 


There's Something In Your Eyes 

Slash's POV 

Izzy snuffs out his cigarette and wastes no time in jerking open his pants and pulling out his dick. He strokes it 
a bit looking at me. He honestly doesn't seem to even be in the mood. And the look on his face is making it 
hard to tell what he's thinking. 

"You do too much smack?" | ask him noticing his dick is having a bit of trouble rising to the occasion. 


"Why don't you be useful while you're on your knees," he tells me. 


| smile and scoot my mouth in for the kill. | stroke it and swirl my tongue around the tip with an occasional 


flick. | can feel Izzy fist with a firm grasp on my hair. And his dick gets harder. 


"Mmmm," | smile up at him. But when | look up at him he isn't even looking at me. His head is turned and he's 


staring out the window. "You ok Izz?" 

His eyes meet mine. "Did | say stop?" He dryly asks me. 

Izzy is acting a bit strange. Is he high? Drunk? Mad? Sometimes | think no one will ever know what the fuck is 
on his mind. Well maybe Axl, since they seem to have this kismet connection | will never understand. Then he 
takes me by surprise by shoving my head back down on him. But | play long for now and obey. 

After a good half hour | start to get tired. m wanting more now. Ready to get his lips wrapped around my 
dick | pull away from him and smile up at him. He's just looking at me with the same expression he had when | 
woke him up. 

"zz" 

| can see him swallow. Then he grabs my arms and slams me down on the bed. In half a second he is straddling 
me and pinning my arms above my head. He comes in for a kiss. | part open one eye to look at him while he 


kisses me. His eyes are open and he seems to be concentrating on other things. 


| pull away, "You ok man? You seem..distant." 


"IFs just the smack," he blinks and looks away from me. 
"We can do this some other time if." 


"No," he softly interrupts, "I'll be fine," and he presses his lips to mine again. He releases my wrists and sits up 
on top of me. "This would work better with your clothes off." 


| chuckle, "I agree," | say and begin taking off my clothes. | slither out of my leather pants and T-shirt while 
Izzy sits at the edge of the bed not even looking and smoking a cigarette. I've never seen him like this. He's 
usually so romantic and hands on with me. 

He finally looks at me over his shoulder. He puts the cigarette out once again and slumps down in his bed next 
to me. | hear a muted sigh as he lays his head softly on my stomach. | feel his hand grip my dick. | can feel 
his breath close to all those soft sweet spots | have. But Izzy isn't doing anything really. 

"Mmmm," | give a moan hoping to snap him out of his smack daze. 

His hand starts to stroke me. I'm getting into that when | feel his warm mouth coming down my shaft. | smile 
and curl my hips up into his mouth. Izzy has this twist and jerk thing going on while he's sucking me off and it 
feels pretty fucking amazing. | can't help but squirm around on his bed. 


| lift my head for a look and my eyes are met with Izzy's. He looks so hollow and empty. He looks like he 


doesn't even enjoy this. This was more than just too much smack Then | feel him moving away from me. 

"Top or bottom?" He asks me carrying no hint of feeling whatsoever in his voice. 

| lean up on my elbows, "Mmmm, | want to feel that tight little ass of yours wrapped around my dick." 

Izzy falls onto his knees beside me and just stares down at the mattress. 

'Izz," | say and hesitate. 

He glances at me then quickly looks back down again shaking his head, "Just fucking do it" 

This is so not Izzy. Izzy is usually so quick to embrace and kiss just to draw shit out. Izzy loves foreplay. Why 
is he rushing shit this way? | get on my knees behind him. | spit in my hand and run it over my dick. | place 
my other hand on his ass and glide myself into him slowly. Izzy doesn't make a sound. 

| begin slowly grinding into him from behind. | know I'm hitting all the right places but | seem to be getting no 


signs of enjoyment from him. | thrust in him hard, just to hurt him, just to see if he's even fucking here. | get 


a faint moan of discomfort and agitation 


‘Mmmm baby you feel so good," | groan and drag my nubs down his back. 


Izzy begins moving, thrusting his ass while | thrust into it. Was he trying to get me off fast? That's kind of 
how it feels, this is the same way | had been with my girl for the last three days. 


"Come for me," Izzy says and moves harder. 
"Slow down man, you're getting me close," | say gripping his hips firmly. 
“That's the point ain't it? So come on Slash, fuck me. fuck me hard and cum for me." 


"Why are you rushing this?" | ask. But he doesn't answer he just spins around and grabs my dick and starts to 
suck the shit out of it. | cum before | even realize what's going on. 


Izzy wipes his mouth and returns to the edge of the bed with a fresh cigarette dangling from his lips. | snake 
my hand around to his lap. His dick is soft. So | stroke it a couple times. Izzy stands up. 


"You should probably get going," he says as his eyes peer out the window. 
| haven't even been here for an hour |zz, what's wrong?" | ask 
‘lm just not in the mood," He says standing at the window naked smoking his cigarette. 


"Not in the..but..” 


"Good night Slash," he says softly never turning to look at me. 


Common 


Author's Notes: 
Happy NEW YEAR! 


Common 

Nikki's POV 

| lift my head panting and see the total destruction that lays in my path. Furniture broken and over turned. 
Broken glass lies sparkling like diamonds all over the floors. Window shades hang by a thread. | glance to my 
hands, they're bloody from the civil war in my house. 

| can't control my breathing. | can't control my tears. | can't control my thoughts. | grab my head and slide 
down the wall. | hit the floor sobbing uncontrollably. | just can't seem to kill these feelings. I'm fucking scaring 
myself. | grab my keys and jump up. 

| slam my front door and look down at what keys | even have in my hand. Harley. So | slide on to my bike and 
crank it. | hit the gas and | just go. | just drive with no destination whatsoever. But | do end up somewhere. 
Izzy's place. 

| ring the bell but there is no answer. | knock, no answer. | can see is cars are here. His bike is here. He has to 
be here. | turn the knob and find the door unlocked. | look up at his bedroom window. | see his pale figure 
standing in the window looking at me. 

| go inside and make my way to his room. | open his bedroom door and see him still standing at the window. 
"2z?" | say feeling kind of strange all of the sudden 

He doesn't make a sound, nor does he turn to face me. 

"Hey man, you ok?" | ask crossing over to him. 

| can see tears in his eyes as he bravely tries to choke it back from me. He's shaking. 

"You ok?" | ask again. 


Izzy blinks as a tear drops from his lashes. "No," he faintly whispers. 


From just this, the way Izzy is standing in the window crying, | know this is about Slash. | know how the fuck 


he feels. | wrap my arms around him. It's like my strength drains him. He practically goes limp. But | can hear 
him sobbing. 


"Yeah," | sigh and just hold him, "You're fucked too aren't you?" 

| hear him sniffle. | feel his hands grabbing my shirt. "| don't want to hurt anymore." 

| pull back slightly and look at him. His wet black eyes look at me frantically. Its as if he thought | held the 
power to fix it all. God knows | wish | did. But | didn't. | couldn't fix it. Maybe | could kill the pain a little, but 
never ix it. 


| pull his quivering lips to mine and kiss them softly. "Me either," | sigh. 


Izzy kisses me again. His lips growing with need. "Stay with me," he says sounding more like a question than a 
statement. 


| just nod and kiss him. | needed something for the pain too. Izzy, like myself, had probably already tried all the 
conventional methods of killing the pain. All to no avail as myself I'm sure. What's left but this? 


What option did Tommy or Slash leave us? As the saying goes, ‘birds of a feather flock together’. Izzy knew 
exactly how | felt because he felt that shit too. Izzy was just like | was. The mistress. 


My hands begin jerking away his belt as | succumb to those perfect kisses of his. Izzy shoves my back into 
the wall with his hand at my throat. For a split second | can't tell if this is passion or the start of a crime. 


Izzy's expression delivers no answers and leaves a lot up for debate. 


‘I'll drive," His voice comes out all sultry as he sinks his teeth into my neck. My eyes roll back in rapture. 
Yeah, Izzy can drive this shit. I'm fucking spent from destroying all my shit. The adrenaline is wearing off. 


| don't mind being what Izzy needs to release his frustrations on No one else can even come close to 
understanding the way he can. He is the one walking in my shoes and myself in his. We both get the pain in 
each other's eyes. 

| want you," | pant. 

"Do you now?" He questions with a smirk upon releasing my neck. 

"Yeah," | say and jerk his shirt open 


"Thought | wouldn't know what to do with it," he teases as he nips my ear. 


| say a lot of shit Izz," | smirk at him. 


Fuck Pain 
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Fuck Pain 

Izzy's POV 

| look at Nikki standing there, pressed into the wall with my hand at his throat. Mmmm, perfectly submissive 
and wanting everything | fucking give him. Hey who doesn't love a total slut once in a while? And right now that 
slut is Nikki. | don't give a shit if he is taller than me or probably strong. Tonight he's my bitch. 

"Darlin," | say to him, “tonight you're gonna be begging me to stop." 

| hear him smirk snidely, "Yeah, whatever,’ 

My hand winds into his long black hair. | wrap it around my hand once for even more leverage. | jerk him down 
to my level sharply. "Do you really doubt me Sixx?" | whisper in a lusty moan into his ear as | run my tongue 


up his ear lobe. 


Nikki's quiet as his hands start peeling my clothes off. I'm all for it. So | let him undress me. Then | take a step 
back and look at him. "Strip," | simply command. 


Nikki gives me a crooked smile and begins shoving his pants down off his hips. | light a cigarette and take a 


drag as the last of his clothes hits my floor. 

"You gonna do me right here in the font door?" Nikki shrugs at me. 

| cock a smile at him and motion to my room. Naked we march. Nikki is in front of me. When he approaches 
my bed | shove him with both my hands in the shoulder blades. He falls flat on his face into the bed. Before 


he can complain l'm crawling up his back like a spider monkey. 


My tongue traces his skin from the base of his ass to the hairline on his neck | can feel his skin crawling. He 


moans into my pillow. Then he lifts his head and looks at me over his shoulder. 
"That the best you got?" 


| can't really explain why but his words just trigger and flip something inside of me. | take the cigarette that's 


still in my hand and give it a glance before | snuff it out on his ass cheek. | ear his skin sizzle just as he 


starts to scream. 


"What the fuck did you do that for man?!" He snaps at me, trying to roll over. I'm straddling his ass an he 


ain't going nowhere. 


"Don't be a fucking pussy," | say and toss the cigarette butt on the carpet. "Now you have something to 


remember me by. 


Enough goddamn foreplay. | spread his ass and spit. With my rock hard dick in my hand | shove myself into 
him. 


"Fuck Izzy, a little heads up next time please." 
"Shut up bitch," | hiss and wind a hand back up in his hair as my hips begin grinding. "Just fucking take it" 


| smack the burn across his ass and it causes a little whimper. A smile comes to my face at the sound of his 


whine. Yeah, this shit is mine tonight. 


"You gonna suck me dry darling?" | ask putting the filthy little visuals in my mine. | can feel my dick twitch 
slightly. 


‘Mmmm, whatever you want," | coos a me. 
"Roll over," | say and smack his ass again. 


He draws in a breath and rolls over. He grabs my hips and pulls me down on top of him. "I'm driving bitch," | 


feel the need to remind him. 

He licks my lip and nips it, "Then quit letting me steal the keys.” 

My eyes scan my room. | have a bandanna and a scarf laying on my dresser. | quickly reach over and grab it. | 
grab his wrist and tie the scarf to one of his wrists. | loop it through the metal railing of my head board. | tie 
it snugly and reach for his other arm. | bind his other wrist and just like that, he's fucking mine. 

| fold the bandanna and cover his eyes and tie it securely behind his head. 


"Mmmm," | hear him, "Stradlin has a kinky streak huh?" 


"You have no idea," | say as my lips curl into a sinister snarl. | slip my dick back in and start to pound the shit 
out of his ass. 


"Yeah, fuck me," Nikki says thrashing about the best he can when | have him practically crucified on my bed. 


"Don't worry darlin, you'll never forget tonight.” 


Longing 
Longing 
Tommy's POV 


| had to listen to Heather rant for like an hour straight when | came home still high on blow and whiskey on 
my breath. When | told her | had been with Nikki she only yelled at me that much more. She thinks he's a bad 
influence. He is, that much she's right about, but what she doesn't consider is the fact that | let him be. He's 
MY motherfucking bad influence. 


| just wanted to scream in her face how much | loved Nikki. | wanted to give her all the sick little details of 
our sex life, just to watch her cringe in horror. | was growing to despise her with every fleeting moment. | 
wish like hell | wasn't stuck in this situation. At least tomorrow | go back out on the road. That's mine and 
Nikki's world. That's where we belong. And it's the only place | ever want to be. 


| hated leaving him tonight. | saw that look in his eyes, the one he gets just before he goes fucking insane. 
Normal insane and Sixx insane were horses of a totally different fucking color. Nikki tends to hurt himself. 
Sometimes accidentally, but sometimes it's not. Self masochism is what the doctors call it. Crazy is what 


everyone else calls it. | call it terrifying. | hate it when he did that shit. And tonight, he looked on the verge of 


it again. 


| know I'm fucking hurting him and causing most of his behavior. | fucking know! | wish like hell | could change 
this shit. | wish things between us had happened before | had asked Heather to get married. But it didn't. We 
just had to work through things. | know we can. One day everything will be fucking perfect between us. We just 
need time. 


Slash's POV 
"Come back to bed," | hear my girl's voice saying to me from bed. 
| sigh and leave the window | had been staring out of for close to an hour now. | just can't stop thinking about 


Izzy. He was so..so distant tonight. He's never been like that before. | couldn't tell if it was the smack or 
something else. Was it me? It sort of seemed like it was. But what did | do? 


"Where are you tonight?" | hear my girl ask me. "You're so distant.” 


| say nothing as | settle in. Why can't | think of anything else besides Izzy? | think I'm a little worried about 
him. Maybe | shouldn't have left him alone in that shape. But what was | supposed to do? He practically threw 
me out. In that Izzy sort of a way he did. Maybe he was tired of me. Maybe he was trying to end things 
between us and just didn't know how to tell me. 


Fuck! Its so goddamn hard to try to read that fucker. You can never tell what the fuck he's thinking behind 
that poker face he keeps plastered on all the fucking time. You wouldn't believe how few times | have ever 
been able to read his goddamn mind. I'm not even so sure Axl can Maybe sometimes, but probably not tonight. 
And you can rest assured that Izzy hasn't shared a single fucking detail with another living soul. Izzy holds shit 
in and solves it on his own. His problems are his own. He never makes a scene. He never loses his cool. It's 


almost impossible to argue with the guy. 
Fuck he frustrates me! Why the fuck couldn't he come with instructions or an owners manual? 
Izzy's POV 


| shut my bathroom door and slide down my wall. My hands grasp my hair. What have | done? Fuck what have 
| done. Nikki is tied up on my fucking bed passed out with my fluids seeping from his ass. | can't even promise 
there's not some blood. What in gods name was | fucking thinking? | shouldn't have used him like that. It was 

selfish of me. It was incredibly fucking selfish. Nikki's already hurting and confused enough. | know that because 


| was too. 


| rise to my feet and reach on top of my cabinet. My fingers feel out a syringe and pull it down. | twiddle it in 
my fingers a moment as | stare at it. It used to fix everything. Cure everything. Alleviate everything. When 
had it stopped working? All| want is for it to work again, at least just this once. But it seems like | just can't 
do enough to reach that place anymore. | so desperately want to. | miss that warm blanket of euphoria that 


shelters me from everything. 


I'm sick of feeling the pain. I'm sick of fucking thinking about Slash 24/7. | just want it to all go away. | want to 
be numb and detached. | wish to be completely void of any feeling whatsoever. | want nothing to matter. For 
nothing to hold any meaning of importance. Unawareness. Emptiness. Total 


motherfucking bliss. 


| slap my arm hoping a vein will rise to the occasion. Wait. There's not enough in this syringe. Tonight | need a 
bigger dose to settle my nerves. | reach back up onto the cabinet and feel around until my fingers find 
another loaded syringe. Yeah, make it a double. So | slide the first needle into my arm and inject the glorious 


poison. Halfway there. Halfway home. 
Nikki's POV 


My eyes open to a dark room. It's quiet. | turn my head and see a light under a door. Where am | again? | 
attempt to sit up and find that my wrists are bound to the headboard of a bed. Then the thoughts come 
swirling back into my fried out brain Oh yeah, Izzy tied me up. This is Izzy's bed. A crooked smirk crosses my 
lips. | can't help but have a lingering euphoria when | think about that wild sex. Izzy could really turn into a 
fucking tiger at times. 


Then my thoughts focus and my head pops up. Wait a minute, where was Izzy? He isn't at his normal post at 


the window. Maybe he was in the bathroom. But it seemed pretty quiet. | clear my throat and strain to hear 


sounds. 
"Hey Izz, come on man, fucking untie me." | shout. 


| soon hear the bathroom door slowly open. Izzy comes out and looks at me with the blankest look imaginable. 


"Sorry," he says as he starts to untie me. His movements seem to have that ten second delay thing going on. 
"Its cool," | smile, "| kinda liked it" 

| look up into his eyes and | see nothing but black. That is something | know well. | see the same look in my own 
eyes. An my sweet smacked out angel. "You ok?" | ask him. 

He looks away from me and nods as he frees my other wrist. Then he sits at the edge of the bed and lights 
two cigarettes. He hands me one and he takes the other. | can hear the fucking thing burning it's so quiet in 
this goddamn room. 

‘Im.sorry," Izzy faintly says still not looking at me. 

"Sorry?" | huff as | exhale a plume of grey smoke, "for what?" 


"This..| mean we probably shouldn't have.." 


"Why the fuck not?" | snap. "Tommy and Slash are out doing the same goddamn thing! Are we supposed to 
remain celebrant and just wait around staring out of windows and fucking shoving needles in our veins?!" 


Izzy still won't look at me. "I do love him Nikki." He dryly replies. 

"And | love Tommy. What's your fucking point?" | feel a growing agitation inside of me from this slight rejection 
Don't fucking ask me why, rejection just doesn’t sit well with me. I'm not a guy who will take no for an answer. 
Call it a fucking flaw if you want, you know | could give a fuck less what you think. But that so called flaw had 
gotten me farther in life than any fucking thing else. 


Finally he glances at me, "Don't you regret it?" He genuinely asks me. It's almost as if his voice is fishing for 
approval to not regret it. 


"Did Tommy regret leaving me tonight? Or what about Slash? Does it ever look like he regrets leaving?" | feel 


my blood trying to boil. | breathe deeply and try to extinguish it. 
Izzy blinks and slightly shrugs. 
"This shit is only fair Izz. Fair for you and me to even the fucking score some." 


‘Its not some game man," he looks away again and drags from his cigarette. 


"No shit. So why do we keep playing it then?" | ask and flop back into the rails of his bed. 


Izzy shakes his head with a sigh. | can see a slight smile forming on his lips in the darkness. "Fuck bro..we 


really are fucked arent we?" 

"Izzy," | say and drag off my cigarette, “there's nothing wrong with what we did. | mean.what do they expect 
from us? To just take all that fucking pain? Don't you get it zz? Nobody understands the way we feel better 
than each other. No body knows what we need like we do." 

He glances at me and nods. "So this is like.a mercy fuck or something?” 

"That," | nod, "that and a fuck you fuck." 


Izzy nods again and looks down. "I guess this does level the playing field some huh?" 


"Fuckin A right it does," | nod affirmatively. 


A Ton Of Bricks 


A Ton Of Bricks 
Slash's POV 


| just couldn't fucking sleep. | was too worried about Izzy and the way he had acted. | needed answers. | just 
couldn't rest until | had some. So | quietly got out of bed. Got dressed. Tip toed out of the house and let my 
car roll down hill before | cranked it. | had to go see him. It just couldn't wait. Fuck me why do | even care? It's 


not like we're together or anything. 


Izzy wasn't the commitment type of guy. He just didn't take things seriously like that. There had been times 
that | questioned if the guy even had a fucking heart. It seems like nothing has ever meant enough to him. And 
love, | don't even think he's capable. But it's cool, its not like | want to marry the guy. Still it would be nice to 


have some feeling attached to whatever it was we shared. 


| pull up to Izzy's place and see a Harley that isn’t his in the driveway. | get out of my car and walk over to 
further inspect the bike. Sixx is stenciled out on the gas tank. | shrug it off and start for the front door. As | 
reach out for the knob it hits me like a ton of bricks. Why would Nikki be here? There would only be one 


reason why Sixx was here. My stomach drops. 


| turn the knob to find the door unlocked. | will my feet to move. What the fuck is wrong with me? | had been 
with Nikki and Izzy before. Why do | feel like I'm being cheated on all of the sudden? Izzy's not my boyfriend. 
We don't love each other like that. But why are there butterflies in my stomach and a lump in my throat? 


My legs are heavy but | force them to move forward. Halfway down Izzy's hallway | hear the moaning. | take a 
deep breath. For some reason my eyes are tearing up. What the hell is fucking wrong with me? Why am | 
acting as if this bothers me? This is crazy. | should just slip in and get naked and join them. Why am | being 
such a fucking girl? This is so fucking stupid. 


| slowly push the door open. | can see Nikki hovered over Izzy kissing him and fucking him slowly. Why do | feel 
jealous? | just can't seem to fucking stop myself. | feel queasy. Maybe a little dizzy even | should say 
something to let them know l'm here, but | can't. I'm fucking frozen. All | can do is watch Sixx's shadowed 


silhouette taking Izzy. 

| try to find the will to at least clear my throat. | search for the nerve to unbuckle my belt. | look for the 
balls to dive head first into the bed. But | can't fucking do anything but stand here and stare. What. The. Fuck 
Is. Wrong. With. Me? Then it happens. Izzy sees me standing here. 


"Slash?" He asks raising his head. 


Then Nikki turns to look too but the son of a bitch doesn't stop fucking moving. 


"What are you doing here?" Izzy asks me. 
| still can't fucking think or speak 


"Nikki stop," | hear Izzy saying and pushing Sixx off him. Izzy gets up out of the bed and crosses over to me in 
the dark | feel his hands on my arms. "Slash, are you ok?" 


My eyes meet his and suddenly everything makes fucking sense. l'm in love with him. | jerk my arms away 


from him and take a step backwards. | have no clue how to process all this. 

"What's wrong?" He asks me. 

| can only shake my head and take another step back. 

"Bro you ok?" Niki asks with a chuckle as he lights a cigarette. "Don't you want to join in?" 

Then like magic my voice comes back. "Fuck you!" 

Nikki raises his eyebrows and looks at me. Izzy is staring at me rather peculiar like too. He almost looks as 
confused as | fucking feel. Almost. | don't think he gets as confused as | feel right now at this exact moment. 


Who the fuck knows with Izzy. 


"Slash?" Izzy asks softly. He's trying to soothe me with his fucking voice the same goddamn way he does when 
Axl flips out. 


"Fuck you tool" | snap at Nikki just before | turn to leave. 

"Slash wait," Izzy calls out to me and grabs my hand. "Talk to me please." 

"We have nothing to say to each other," | snap and jerk my hand away. | feel overwhelmed with emotions | 
don't know ow to read. Just a minute ago | had decided that | was in love with Izzy. Now that love is disguised 
behind a sheet of rage. 


"No please," Izzy says trying to grab me again 


This time | shove Izzy away from me. His back hits the wall hard. "Fuck you," | hiss. 


"Please, tell me what's wrong," Izzy pleads. 


| hear that sinister chuckle of Sixx's from the bed, "Oh come on Izzy, isn't it obvious? Slash is jealous. He's 


mad because you're here with me and not standing at your window crying and waiting for him." 


"Shut the fuck up!" | snap at him. 


"What's the matter?" Nikki smirks, "Did | hit a soft spot there Slash?" 


"Slash," Izzy pleads to me again 


| look at him shaking my head and backing away even more. "I. can't fucking do this," | mumble and turn to 


leave again. 

"Slash!" Izzy calls out again but | keep walking. 

"Yeah, later Slash," | can hear Nikki calling out. 

Izzy follows me all the way to the front door. "Please wait." 


'|.'ve got to go," | shake my head and rush out of the house as fast as | fucking can. 


What Was That Shit 


What Was That Shit 
Nikki's POV 


Izzy reenters his room looking very confused. His mind is seated deeply in what just went down. His body 


appears to function only on autopilot. 


"What the fuck was that shit?" | shrug. It was a bit awkward for S,ash to behave like that. Maybe there was a 


little more to his feelings for Izzy too. 


‘|. don't know," he softly answers sitting on the edge of the bed. He's very quiet and his eyebrows are all 
scrunched together in a straight line across his forehead. 


"Well, is he normally that strange?" | question 

Izzy says nothing, he just shakes his head no as he looks to the window. 

"Were you expecting him?" | further indulge 

"No," he softly answers. | can see a tear roll down his cheek 

"Why do you think he showed up like that?" | ask feeling as though | may be prying, 


"| don't fucking know," he gently shakes his head as his eyes fall to the floor more tears with it. "Maybe 


something | said earlier," he thoughtlessly mutters more to himself than to me. 

"Fuck man, what did you say to him?" | chuckle and exhale smoke. 

Izzy slightly shakes his head and starts to rock as he wraps his arms around himself. | hear a muffled sob 
and his struggle to not let another one out. Fuck, he's really upset isn't he? Why isn't he screaming and 
throwing shit? Or hitting me? That's the shit | do when I'm hurting and upset. Fucking fuck goddamn tears. 


"|| should go after him," Izzy says seeming quite unsure of his words. 


"Oh yeah," | nod with a snide smirk, "a beautiful little love scene in front of his girl friend? That'll fix 
everything." 


"You're not helping," Izzy sighs as he grasps his head and starts to rock himself again. 


"Why would 1?" | shrug. "I could give a fuck about your love lives." 


"Fuck," Izzy hisses as he jumps up and stares out the window. "Why can't you ever fucking think about 


someone else? The sun does not rise and fucking set on Nikki Sixx's goddamn ass!" 

Ok Now he's getting mad. My smirk spreads to the other side of my mouth. "That's it, fucking yell, get it out" 
No one knows better than | do how great it feels to vent your frustrations. Fuck holding shit in. Get it the 
fuck out. 

Izzy jerks his pants up off the floor and starts putting them on quickly. "I gotta get the fuck out of here." 


"Running to him like some girl isn't going to solve shit," | shake my head at him. 


Izzy glances at me and his eyes quickly flutter away as he grabs his shirt. "| have to go. have. need to tell 


him.. 
"Tell him what?" | ask, "That you're in love with him? Yeah, sure that'll make everything perfect." 

Izzy glances at me again. His eyes are brimming with tears. 

"All the fuck that will do is make you his. Come on man, | know what I'm talking about. | should have never told 
Tommy | loved him. | should have had things between us be just casual like you and Slash. Don't you remember 
how much fun you had together with me? You didn't let the rules of relationships cloud shit. Listen to me. If 
you run to him and tell him you love him that just gives him a power over you. It'll just make it that much 
easier on him and harder on you." | don't know how else to reason with him. Surly he can understand my logic 
on this. 

‘|| have to go," he says grabbing his keys and starting for the door. 


| spring from the bed and come up behind him as he is about to open the door. He resists when my arm goes 


around his waist. He struggles against my grasp. 

"Nikki fucking stop." He says pushing with all of his might. 

| place my palm flat on the door and keep a firm grasp of him around the waist. "Love. Complicates. 
Everything." | pant into his ear as | hold his struggling body close to me. 


Then he just stops squirming and becomes very still. Finally he's fucking hearing me. 


"You know I'm right," | say softly. "You know if you go it's only going to make shit worse. Its just going to hurt 


more later.just let him go." 
"| don't want to lose him," | hear Izzy whispering. He's starting to quiver in my arms. 


"You can't lose him if it's really meant to be, right?" 


| hear him draw in a deep broken breath as he tries not to cry. "You're right Nikki." He finally says. 


| slowly let him go and he turns to face me. His expression goes awkward as he's looking at me. It's impossible 


to tell what the fuck he is thinking so | don't even bother. 
‘Ie never had anybody | could relate to before." He eventually tells me. 
"What? Want to be besties or something?" | snicker. 


Izzy cracks a smile. "You fucking wish you had me as a best friend" 


Ill settle for fuck buddy," | smile broadly. 


Izzy gives me a wink and looks down at my dick. "Damn Sixx, you been hard all this time?" 

"Wouldn't you like to know." Then | shrug, "So sue me, fucking and fighting gets me off." 

Izzy chuckles, "You really are fucking insane aren't you?" 

"Well I'm not smearing my shit on walls yet.so.." 

Izzy's expression goes somber as he looks at my mutilated arm. "Why did you do that?" 

| shrug, “Sometimes its the only way | can make the pain stop. Sometimes it relaxes me like taking a fist full 
of Valium." 

"Really?" Izzy asks as his fingers lightly trace the deep scratches. "Doesn't that shit hurt?" 

| just shake my head no. 

"Does it." he hesitates a moment, "does it ever bring Tommy back?" He asks me. 

My eyes look up and meet Izzy's. | can't tell if he's assessing how fucking crazy | am or if he's wondering if it'll 
help him too. "I don't take well to being number two," | reply. 

He slightly nods, "Yeah, guess | don't either." 

There is a moment of silence between us. Both of us are thinking about someone else. And at the same time, 
each other. And ourselves. He's looking at me with a thousand questions and | know I'm looking at him with 


absolutely no answers. 


"So what do we do now?" Izzy asks me. 


| shrug knowing only one answer to give him. "Get high?" 


He smirks and nods, "Yeah." 


On The Road Again 


Author's Notes: 
| hope everyone hangs in with me, my updating is about to become very sparse and unpredictable. Im so so 


glad you guys are enjoying and | promise it will get finished and be EPIC 


On The Road Again 

Nikki's POV 

| wasn't feeling real well this morning as | stepped onto the bus. | had been doing a lot of smack. Izzy was the 
only person | knew who could function on as much heroin as | could. We had been staying really fucking high. | 
think | also must have drank way too much considering this headache | have coming on. | haven't showered in 
days. | can only imagine | look as bad as | must feel. As soon as l'm on the bus I'm being grabbed by Tommy 


and hoisted into the air. He's shaking the shit out of me and | think | may fucking puke. 


"T-Bone, let me go," | say trying not to gag as he sloshes my guts from side to side and up and down. | think 


l'm gonna be sick 
"But we're Kings of the Road again!" he excitedly laughs but finally lets me go. 


| wobble a moment. "Tommy," | say but feel vomit rising from my stomach. | push Tommy aside and rush to 


the bathroom 

"That's it Nikki, do a little prayer for the porcelain gods before we go," Vince laughs 

| fall to my knees and grab the toilet as a bunch of liquid spills out of my throat. 
"Hey you ok?" | hear Tommy asking as he rubs my back 

"Get out of here," | say between gags. 

"Hts ok, let it out" he soothingly says as he continues rubbing my back 

| do my best to shy away from his touch but | can't. There's no room to escape him 
"Wow you and Izzy have been staying pretty loaded these last coupe of days huh?" 


| look at him over my shoulder. "Izzy?" | ask. How the hell did he know | had been with Izzy? | hand't mentioned 


it. Was Tommy having me watched? 


"Yeah | went by your place yesterday and you were gone, so | called up Slash, figured he might have seen you, 


he said you were at Izzy's." 


Doesn't he even fucking care? Why is he so fucking cool about this? Can't he love me enough to be fucking 
jealous for once? "W..why didn't you come by there then?" | ask. 


Tommy shrugs and gives me an awkward smile, "Didn't want to interrupt anything, you know," he says softly 


so Mick and Vince can't hear. 


| flush the toilet and rise to my feet. "Can | have a minute with you in the lounge?" | ask him as | squeeze 
past him. 


"Sure," he nods and follows me to the back of the bus. 

| shut the door behind us and look at him for a moment. He seems so..so fucking Tommy and it's really pissing 
me off. | want him to grab me and threaten to beat me if | ever go near Izzy again But he's not. He's smiling 
at me as if everything is ok. If | were in his shoes right now | would have me pinned to the wall chocking the 

shit out of me. But Tommy seems perfectly fine. Content and happy. 


"Don't you even care?" | ask him almost feeling angry because he wasn't. Or at least he didn't seem it. 


"Care? What about you and Izzy?" He asks me like its some fucking joke or something. "Why would | care about 


that, it's just hot sex right?" 


| just stare at him in disbelief. His voice is so carefree it makes me want to fucking slap him. Was he fucking 


serious? Just hot sex? 


"Why would | be jealous of fucking Stradlin? He can't love you like | do, besides him and Slash have their own 
thing." 


He looks at me looking at him. 

"I get it," he nods, "really, | do. I'm off fucking Heather all the time, you know why shouldn't you fuck somebody 
too huh? It's ok, really. None of that matters. What we feel for one another is all that matters to me. | love 
you baby." 

"Do you really?" | feel the need to question him. 


He crosses over to me and wraps his arms around me. "You know | do." 


Did |? Did | really know that? Love is something that is chocked full of jealousy. But Tommy wasn't jealous. Did 


that mean he was lying when he said he loved me? 


"Tonight after the show I'll show you just how much. Mmmm," he grunts biting his lip slightly. "| can't wait to 
feel that tight ass of yours." His lips start to trail my neck softly. "I've been dying for you baby." 


‘Its only been a few days," | see fit to remind him. 


"Might as well have been a year. Any amount of time away from you is too long baby," his words slither all 


around me and blarket me in warm fuzzy thoughts. "Can | get a kiss 
| turn my head and slightly push him away. "You wish," | huff 

| hear him slightly growl, "Fucking cock tease" 

| smirk and look down 


"You sure you're ok?" He asks me. It would take a blind man not to see my peculiar behavior. But then, Tommy 


isn't exactly the brightest Crayola in the box. 
| look up at him and force the most genuine smile | can to my face. "Yeah, |.'m fine, every thing's just fine.” 


Now if only | could will myself to believe that shit. It wasn't ok. | wasn't ok. | was wounded and gushing blood 
from my pride. | wanted Tommy to be mad. At least then | would have known | meant something. A man who 
doesn't get jealous is a man who hasn't got his whole heart in it. Fuck me, was Tommy falling in love with his 


fucking wife? 


High Tides 
High Tides 
Nikki's POV 


| spent the next week sweating, and puking, and shitting the heroin out of my system. | was a complete wreck 
If it wasn't for all the other drugs I've been taking I'd be totally fucked. Everyone knows I'm sick but Tommy's 
the only one who understands why. I'm able to lie to everyone else and tell them it's the flu. However by now 
they must think | keep a case of the flu. It seems like every time | turn around l'm using that as an excuse to 


not admit I'm dope sick. God why couldn't smack be easier to find on the road? 


My days become a blur as | drink more and more. I'm still trying to kill this pain inside me and | don't even 
know what the fuck it is. | thought it would go away once Tommy and | were together again out on the road, 
but it hadn't. There was still this weight bearing down on me all the time. Why doesn't it ever go the fuck 


away? 


| feel fucking empty. Just fucking hollow and vacant. Void of emotion like in the middle of a smack binge. | don't 
understand why. l'm not even on fucking smack right now. Everything is going great all around me. The band is 
on top. The fans are over the top. I've got Tommy by my side all day and in my bed all night. I'm rich, young, 

and good looking. Legs spread wherever | go. I'm a goddamn international playboy and shit. Should be the fucking 
time of my life. Right? Why the fuck wasn't it then? 


Tommy's POV 


Man | can feel Sixx pulling away from me and | don't know why. Did | fucking do something wrong? He says that 
nothing is wrong with him but | can tell. | can always tell. Nikki just hasn't been the same since the wedding. 
And | know that whatever is going on with him has to somehow be my fault. Fuck, | just wish the bastard 
would tell me what's wrong. | can't fix it if | don't know it's broken, right? But he just won't fucking talk to me. 


He just gets more and more distant every day. 


But when it's good it's fucking great. When we're in bed everything else just fucking vanishes man. Every 
fucking thing. | feel bad that | haven't though about my fucking wife in weeks. | haven't written her. | only 
talked to her on the phone a total of maybe twenty minutes since | left. She can tell I'm doing blow and drinking 
a lot. She hates that fucking shit. And of course she blames everything | do on Nikki. Ironic isn't it. Yeah if she 


only fucking knew. 


Nikki's off smack for now, but | know it's just a matter of time before he goes to extremes to get it. He 
always goes back to it. He's hooked and | know it. But | love him anyway. Yet for now l'm enjoying this brief 
window of time in which he's smack free. It's the only time | really feel on the same level with him. On smack 
it's like he's on a totally different planet than me. | like it when he comes back to my planet for a visit. Even 


knowing it won't last, that he'll leave too soon. What can | say, I'm hooked on him. 


Izzy's POV 


| think its safe to say that after three months of Slash avoiding me, things are offically fucking over between 
us. Do you know how hard it has to be to ignore someone you play in the same band with? Well, Slash had 
apparently found a way to do that. I'm serious, he has not spoken to me once or even looked me in the eye. 


And | still have no fucking clue why. No fucking clue. This all just popped up out of the fucking blue. 


| guess | should cut my losses and move on That's what he seems to be doing. That's proving to be easier said 
than done for me. It wouldn't take a lot of effort on my part to go grab some groupie chick and get my dick 
sucked. But | don't even fucking feel like it. | don't know, maybe Sixx would be easier for me. Or not. | don't know. 


I'm too fucking confused. | mean.| love Slash. Maybe | should have fucking told him | did. But Slash would 
probably just say that shit was gay. Maybe its best things just ended. 


So | just keep shooting smack until the hours blend together. | never leave my house. | rarely change my 
clothes. | stopped showering. My hair is one big greasy knot. | haven't eaten an actual meal in god knows how 
fucking long. All | do is shoot up and pass out around the fucking clock. | know. I'm fucking pathetic and | need to 
pull my shit together. | just wish | fucking knew how. 


Slash's POV 


| had to cut that shit with Izzy loose. It was fucking my head all up. | never wanted me and Izzy to be anything 
more than friends who liked fucking. It was supposed to be fucking carefree and fun. He was suppose to just be 


my friend. My friend that | could share everything with. STD's included. But shit started getting really 


confusing. Too confusing. 


That moment when | saw him and Nikki together all the fun ended for me. | had started to actually fall for 

Izzy. Ok, | was in love with him. But seeing him there with Nikki reminded me that | couldn't. | could never have 
Izzy's love. No one could. Izzy didn’t do love. That just wasn't what he was about. Falling in love with him would 
be the dumbest thing | could ever fucking do, right? So | walked away and made a clean break | haven't spoken 


to him in over a month now. 


God what happened to those opportunistic moments we shared together so many times? It used to be so 
much fucking fun. God why did | have to start caring about him? Everything would still be perfect if | hadn't. 
But no | freaked out and | ran. Izzy's the runner, not me. What the fuck? Why did | fuck everything up like 
this? Fuck me | goddamn miss Izzy so much. But | know it's best to just let this shit die. Me and Izzy just can't 
be. I'm sure he already knows that too. 


Pull Your Head Out OF Your Ass lzz 


Author's Notes: 
So this is what l'm leaving you guys with for a while. It's is going to raise some questions. So you guys think it 


over. 


Pull Your Head Out Of Your Ass zz 

Izzy's POV 

Somewhere in the middle of shooting up and passing out, | found myself passed out face first on my kitchen 
floor. Someone is picking me up. | don't know who it is or even give a fuck. Management maybe? I'm just sure 


of one thing, it's not Slash. 


'Izz.man what the fuck are you doing on the goddamn floor." | know that unmistakable voice any fucking where, 
sober or obliterated, Axl. 


| mumble something but | don't think its coherent. 
"Fuck.what do you weigh? Like a hundred pounds?" He asks me as his hands hold me up by my ribs. 


| guess these days | do make everyone else look fat. My stomach turns and before | even know it's coming | 


puke all over the kitchen floor. God | feel sorry for the housekeeper. 


"Jesus Izzy!" Axl snaps. "What the fuck have you been doing out here? Are you on smack again? You're on 
smack again aren't you? Fucking look at you," he says before grabbing my arms to inspect them. | know they 
must look like total shit. Axl slings my arms from his hands and continues with what l'm sure is the beginning 
of a half hour rant. "You're fucking disgusting man. You fucking stink. What the fuck are you thinking? You 
were fucking doing good for a while. What happened?" 


| put my hand to my head wishing he would just shut up as my other hand grabs what it can for support. 


‘Seriously! What the fuck are you goddamn thinking man? You haven't showed up to rehearsals for a fucking 


week How are we supposed to practice without our fucking rhythm guitarist?" 
"Practice for what exactly?" | mumble, "Appetite isn't exactly flying off the fucking shelves man" 
‘Its just a matter of time, right? Then we're gonna go on the road. Do you think you can do that shit in this 


fucked up condition? No, you can't, trust me. Oh you like to think you can, but someone sober can see a mile 


away how fucked up you are. What? Does the band just not matter to you anymore? It used to be what you 


lived and breathed for. Now nothing fucking means anything to you, does it?" 


"Don't pretend to know me so well," | sigh, "There's things that matter to me that you'll never begin to 
understand, ok?" 


"Oh really, like what?" he asks crossing his arms. 


'Like.like stuff.stuff that don't concern you. What the fuck are you even doing here man?" | ask and start 


opening cabinets looking for booze. 


‘lm here because no one has fucking heard from you in weeks. | was worried | might find your dead bloating 


body." 


| roll my eyes and find a bottle of Vodka. That had to have been left behind by Duff at some point. | pull it 


down and open it. 
"Really Izzy? You're gonna drink? You look like shit, like on the verge of fucking death." 
"And?" | smirk taking a drink. 


Axl shakes his head. "I don't get it Izzy. | don't fucking get how, why, or when you became a fucking junkie. 
You're nothing but the trash we used to avoid on the streets. You look just like all those fiend zombies that 
used to come to your place to fucking score. Do you have any idea how worried your parents are? Your mom 
calls me like all the time asking why she hasn't heard from you. And | lie and | make up shit to tell her 


because | can't tell her you're too much of a fucking junkie to call!" 
| just take another drink and decide to scoot up on a stool. | know I'm gonna be here a while. 


"Are you even fucking hearing me?" He asks as he grabs the bottle while I'm in mid drink, causing it to spill 


down me. 
"Yeah," | say with a lackluster voice and sling Vodka from my fingertips. 


"Izz man..you gotta pull your head out of your fucking ass! Management is asking fucking questions because 


Geffen is asking fucking questions..'m so sick of hearing ‘Where the fuck is lzzy'." 
"Tell them you're not my fucking keeper then" | dryly reply as | light a cigarette. 


"Well somebody obviously needs to be. It's either me or | leave your ass for management, you know what the 
fuck they'll do, they'll stick your ass in some fucking rehab. Do you fucking want that shit? No you don't, so 
why don't you just tell me what the fuck is going on with you. | have enough issues with Slash and fucking 
Steven, | don't need this shit from you too." 


"l'm fine," | shrug. 


"Oh yeah," he nods, "I can totally see that. Try selling that shit to someone who hasn't known you for half of 
your fucking life." 


"Just fucking leave it alone." 

He huffs, "Do you really think | don't know already?" 

"Know what?" | ask exhaling smoke slowly. 

"Know about Slash." 

My brows furrow as | look at him. Ok, he has my fucking attention now. "How?" 


He rolls his eyes, "How doesn't matter fucker. What matters is | know and I'm glad you ended it. It would just 
destroy this band." 


"L| didn't," | shake my head, "he did" 


Axls jaw suddenly drops, "So that's your problem huh? You fucking have a thing for Slash don't you? You don't 


even need to answer | can tell." 
Fuck | hate how fucking well he knows me. "I don't want to talk about it, it's weird talking to you." 


"Like anyone else knows you better," he huffs rolling his eyes, "Come on Iz, if you can't fucking tell me who 
the fuck are you gonna tell?" 


"It was just a good time,” | look down and run my finger around the rim of the bottle. 
"Well what did he say to you when he ended it?" 

"N..nothing. He came by my place. Nikki was over." 

"Nikki?" He interrupts me. 

"Sixx," | nod. "And he came into my room, acted weird and fucking split." 

"What were you and Nikki doing?" 

| just roll my eyes. 


"Wait!" Axl says slamming his palm down. "You're fucking Nikki Sixx!?" 


"Well | wouldn't exactly say fucking." 


"Oh this is great," Axl gleams. "Motley Crue is fucking number one! Nikki has fucking connections out the ass. 
He could get us a fucking gig and you're fucking him! Wait, was that your plan all along?" 


"Was what my plan?" | shrug and take a drink. 
"To fuck GNR's way to the top?" 


| slightly chuckle and shake my head no. "But | must admit that's a hell of an idea" 


Motives 


Author's Notes: 
ok..one last one before | hit the road. 


Motives 

Nikki's POV 

Tommy and | were out when the call from Izzy came. The front desk let me know the second we stumbled 
through the revolving doors. Tommy was too drunk to even hear them so | had his bodyguard take him up to 
his room. | go to mine and stare at the phone for about an hour. Do | call back? Or do | just let him call me 
back? 

| eventually decide that since it's early in LA still I'll call. Besides Tommy's passed out in his room, what the 
fuck else do | have to do? Maybe | can talk Izzy into some dirty talk over the phone and jack off. Or | could 
just go grab some groupie. Fuck it. | wait for the phone to ring. 


"Hello?" | hear Izzy answering. 


"What's the matter you missing me already?" | purr. 


He sounds almost nervous and tongue tied. 
| sigh deeply but silently. "Yeah, l'm good. What about you and Slash? Did everything work out with you two?" 
"Nah," | hear him sigh too, "That ship's set sail bro.it's over." 


"Sorry about that" 


"Egh, just wasn't meant to be, ya know?" His voice seems to harbor no ill will. He doesn't seem angry or upset. 


He seems cool with it. But then Izzy always tries to seem cool with everything. 
"Yeah," | say softly as my mind begins to wander. 


"Yeah, his highness, Axl, actually came by my place. Started ranting about how awful | look. He knows l'm all 


strung out again. Guess I've kinda let myself go." 


‘I've unfortunately been clean since | left LA..well.clean of smack anyway." | inform him as | twiddle the phone 


cord in my fingers. 

"Sounds like it sucks," he dryly comments. 

"You have no idea," | huff. 

"Yep, too bad.| just got some great shit, really clean stuff 

| close my eyes and imagine how good it must be. "Mmmm don't tease me," | growl. 


"Too bad we're not on the road together huh?" | hear his voice slither out at me. "I could shoot you up and tie 


you down again" 
"You couldn't handle it kiddo," | smirk, just to tease him. Hopefully. 


"What's the matter darlin’? You afraid I'll steal you away from Tommy?" His voice is laced in a playful 
sarcasm. It kinda turned me on a bit. 


"That's awfully big shoes to fill there Izz, you think you can do it?" | know the smirk on my face must be a 


mile wide by now. 
‘Guess we'll just never know," he replies in that cool Izzy way of his. "But it could be fucking fun, ya know?" 


"Well," | pause a moment and think before | speak. "One of our openers has to cut out of the tour 


early..s00000..we like have this six week spot open" 

"And?" Izzy asks. 

"And maybe GNR could fill it," | say looping the cord around my finger with a smile. 

"Really?" | hear him asking. It sounds as if he doubts me. 

"Yeah sure, you guys can meet us on the 3rd of October in Topeka” 

"Wow Sixx..are you fucking sure?" He asks again like he thinks I'm bullshitting him. 

"Yeah why not" 

| hear Izzy sigh deeply, "So let me guess | owe you a blow job, rim job, and a reach around for this?" 
| deviously chuckle, "I don't know, Im gonna have to think that one over." 


‘Mmmm, | cant wait," | hear Izzy purring to me now. 


"Ok, so I'll talk to you in a couple weeks with flight arrangements." 
"Sure. Yeah. Maybe this will get me off the hook with Axl. " 

"Oh and |zz," | say. 

"Yeah?" | hear him asking me. 

"Bring plenty of smack." 


| hear him chuckle, "Sure thing Sixx." 


Izzy's Intentions 


Izzy's Intentions 
Izzy's POV 


So I'm like a fucking hero around the GNR camp. Everybody is all excited about opening up for the Crue. Only 
Slash gave me a smart ass smirk and asked if | fucked Nikki for the gig. He wasn't joking by the way. In fact he 
seemed almost pissed off about it. Everyone else is wondering what else | can sweet talk Nikki into. | guess l'm 


indifferent to everything these days. l'm not even excited. I've been numb for a while now. 


| had plenty of smack, just as Nikki wanted, but it wouldn't last. And where would | be when the shit ran out? 
Dope sick and touring? Yeah that sounds like a fucking blast. But what fucking choice am | gonna have right? I'll 
just have to suck it up and take it. It won't be the first time, nor will it be the last I'm sure. 


Axl at least has let up on my ass since we're going on the road. He had told me to ask Nikki for a slot, and | 
was going to, but Nikki offered before | could. Damn maybe he's hooked on my dick. He must be if | didn't even 
have to fucking ask him for the spot. But | didn’t tell Axl that. No | just let him think he's pimping my ass out 
to Nikki. Trust me, shit would just be better if he thinks he's directly responsible. 


| can already tell now that Axl is going to have me whispering in Nikki's fucking ear for all kinds of fucking shit. 
Probably for better rooms, better food, private dressing rooms, and any other of Axl's crazy desires. Me, | 
could give a fuck. l'm just fucking here. | don't give a shit about shit. | mean, yeah, the sex is always good, but 
| don't want shit from Nikki. My band however was another fucking story. Axl's the greediest motherfucker | 
know, and Slash ain't much better. And Duff is going to go with the majority, and the majority always goes 
with Axl. So it appears as if I'm the designated whore for the next six weeks of touring. 


My ass is hurting already just thinking about it. Nikki tends to get rough sometimes. Plus Tommy never leaves 
his fucking side. I'll probably have to fuck him too. That's not a bad thing, but my god Tommy has a huge dick. 
Seriously, he makes everyone get dick envy. And I'll just bet Nikki's ass is looking for a break Great. 

Do any of my so called band mates fucking get that | didn't fuck Nikki for their own personal gain? | did it for 

mine. | did it for smack. Then it just sort of became a routine. | guess since me and Slash were his first it was 
only natural for him to want to keep on fucking. | mean fuck, what do | really care anyway? l'm down for what 
the fuck ever with who the fuck ever. 

My thoughts are interrupted as | load bags onto the van that will take us to the airport. 

"So, you played Sixx?" 


| look over my shoulder to see Slash lighting a cigarette. This is the first words he's spoken to me in months. 


"I didn't fucking play him," | protest with a sigh. 
"Sure you didn't," he exhales with a chuckle. 


"| didn't play him. And if memory serves correct you were the one who went begging him for dope. The sex 


was spontaneous, you know that, you were there." 


‘| haven't been there in a while Izz, who knows what you do in your free time." He refuses to even make eye 


contact with me as he exhales smoke. 

"Are you mad at me for some reason?" | question 

"Why would | be mad at you for fucking Sixx for a gig?" He innocently shrugs. 

| stand up straight and snap, "| didn't fuck him for a goddamn gig alright!" 

"Yeah, sure Izz, whatever you say," he says and turns to leave. 

"Why the fuck does everyone think | fucked him for GNR? Fuck GNR!" | call out, but Slash keeps on walking 
Great. He has it in his head | pulled some strings. Hair yes, strings no. Honestly, | never once thought about 


GNR while fucking Nikki. GNR was the last thing on my mind when | was fucking. Period. 


‘Oh easy there," Steven playfully bubbles as he sits his drums on the curb. "So is that really true? You fucked 
Nikki Sixx to get us this gig?" 


| just roll my eyes. Steven can be so fucking simple sometimes. 
"Guess that's one way to do it," he chuckles 

"| didn't fuck Nikki to get us this gig! OKI?" | fume. 

"Easy there, It kinda seems that way. mean you're fucking him, right?" He innocently shrugs 


"And | suppose your best friend Slash neglected to mention he fucked him too..and Tommy." | throw out just 


because l'm getting mad. 
Stevie's eyes go wide. "He did?" 
"Yeah," | sigh. 

"No way..Slash is.." 


| just nod in anger, "Yeah, he is." | give a smart ass smirk. 


"He is what?" Duff asks sitting some boxes of cords down at the curb. 
"Nothing," | snap just wanting him to stay the fuck out of it. 


"You ok there |zz?" He cautiously asks me extending out a bottle of Vodka to me. Its usually a cold day in hell 


when Duff ever offers to share his precious Vodka. 

| grab it and gulp it. "I'm fucking fine!" | bark at him. 

"He's mad because everyone thinks he fucked Nikki for the gig," Steven informs Duff. 

| want to punch him in his face right now. Maybe a blow to his head will put some sense into him. 
"Well didn't you? | thought that's what the deal was," Duff shrugs. 


"There was no deall | just so happen to have fucked Nikki one night with Slash..at the time it was for dope for 
me and Slash. Then | guess Nikki liked the shit and came back for more." | explain in exasperation 


Duff nods understandingly. Then he pauses, "Wait.Slash?" 


Oh good god. Do | need to send out a fucking memo? |. Did. Not. Fuck. Nikki. For. The. Gig. And yes! Slash is 
fucking gay too! Fuck 


"Wait.does that mean that you and Slash..ya know?" Duff questions raising his eyebrows. 


"Oh come on and give me a fucking break. Use your head you blonde fuck. I'm sure you can figure it out," | say 


as | throw shit into the van 
Duff smiles, "Damn |zz, so you're like a total slut huh?" 
| slam a suitcase in the van and storm off. | can't take any more fucking questions and assumptions from 


these fuckers. | need one last fix before we board a plane for a four hour flight. And | sware to fucking god, 
the next son of a bitch to ask me questions about Nikki or Slash is gonna fucking get it! 


Business Deals 


Author's Notes: 
ok guys enjoy. not sue when moe will come. 


Business Deals 
Tommy's POV 


| raise my head from a deep sleep to hear Vince ranting about something. He's screaming and sounds really 
pissed off. Is he bitching at his woman over the phone? 


| can't stand that red headed fuck!" He shouts in an almost girly pitched voice. 
"You don't have to stand him," | hear a calm voice saying. Its Nikki. | lay my head back down and just listen 
"Guns N Roses are a lame ass band of fucking junkies! But let me guess that's why you like them so much!" 


"They're not so bad, and as soon as they get heard some more they're gonna be fucking huge, maybe bigger 


than us." 


I'm kind of fucking shocked to hear Nikki admit to any such defeat. That shit was definitely not the Nikki | know. 
He's changed so much in the last few months. Even how calm he seems at the moment seems so fake. It's like 


some imposter is posing as Nikki. 


"And why the fuck would Nikki Sixx give a flying fuck?! Since when do you ever goddamn do anything for 


anyone else?!" Vince all but screams at him. 


"Dude, what's your problem? The fucking spot was open.! fucking filled it. You act like you have to share a 


dressing room with Axl or some shit." 


"Look we have enough goddamn issues with your smack habit, like we need more fucking junkies around!" Vince 


says just as | hear glass breaking. 


Great Vince is throwing shit like a little bitch again. Hope this doesn't end like the time he threw the fucking 
mustard jar and ended up getting stitches. Fucking idiot. He must be banging coke again 


| haven't done any smack in six weeks," Nikki replies. | can hear Nikki starting to lose his cool. "And | was 


goddamn drinking that you primadonna glam fuck!" 


Oh shit. Vince smashed Nikki's Jack. 
"Apparently you don't need anymore because your judgment is fucking fucked!" 


"Who told you you had any say in anything having to do with this fucking band?! You are a fucking employee! 
My goddamn employee!" Nikki's voice grows louder with every fucking word. 


"Oh yeah, them maybe you should get Axl fucking Rose to be your singer!"0h shit, Vince has stuck his fucking 


foot in his mouth now! 

"You better shut your goddamn mouth and step off," | can hear Nikki struggling not to blow his fucking lid. 
"Or what you fucking junkie?!" 

Then | hear a loud noise that sounds pretty much like Nikki just fucking body slammed Vince. | don't hear a 
peep from Vince though. Ok, I'm slightly perturbed. But I'm not a fucking idiot. | know where my nose doesn't 
belong. And when you get Nikki riled up it's like unleashing a goddamn tornado. He just destroys everything in 
his fucking path. Nope, best to stay clear of a pissed off Sixx. 

"Fuck you Nikki!" | hear Vince yelling."Get the fuck off me!" 

Yep, Vince said one word too many. 

"Are you gonna shut your goddamn mouth?!" Nikki screams. 

"Are you going to have those junkie fucks tour with us?!" Vince retorts. 


"YES!" 


Then | hear the unmistakable sound of a fist making contact with skin. Oh fuck, don't tell me Vince is stupid 
enough to take a swing at Nikki. 


"You motherfucker!" | can hear Nikki hissing. 

Yep, Vince was that fucking stupid. Then | hear Nikki hit Vince back about three times. 

"You stupid motherfucker! We have a show tonight! | can't fucking do a show with a black eye!" Vince yells. 
"You wear makeup!" 

‘lm so fucking sick of your dictating ass! Everything always has to be Nikki's fucking way! Nikki's fucking band! 


Nikki's fucking rules! Nikki Nikki Nikki! Everybody in this band thinks you're a complete jackass, except Tommy 


who's always your fucking yes man!" 


Whoa! Hold the fuck on. "Leave me the fuck out of it!" | snap sitting up in my bunk 


"Why?! H's fucking true! You would do anything he asks you to do! If he told you to drop to your knees and 
suck his fucking dick you would!" 


Now despite the fact that this is true, | jump up. I'm blown up like a fucking puffer fish I'm so fucking mad. 
Yes, | would suck Nikki's dick any time, but I'll be god damned if Vince is gonna make smart ass comments 
about it. Vince sees me coming for him and does his best to cross around behind Nikki. As if Nikki is really 
going to protect Vince. | grab him by his throat and Nikki lets out a sinister laugh. 


"You've done it now man," he continues to laugh at Vince. 


"You keep my fucking name out of your goddamn mouth!" | say holding him to the wall by his fucking throat 
and pointing down at him with my free hand. 


"Or what T-Bone?" Nikki excitedly laughs as he eggs it on. 

"You're both totally in-fucking-sanel" 

About that time a loud fucking bang goes off behind us. All three of our heads snap around to look to see 
what made the noise. Mick is standing in the aisle with a fucking gun aimed up at the roof of the bus. Smoke is 
billowing from the barrel. Mick's not a dude of many words, but he's always known how to get his point across. 
"This isn't the way to act." He says calmly. 


"Oh Fuck off Mick," Vince snaps. 


"Nikki is doing what he's supposed to do, he's filling an open slot. It doesn't matter who the hell it is or how 
they play. If they play shitty, good, just makes us look better, right?" He calmly reasons. 


"Fuck that!" Vince snaps. 
"No fuck you!" | yell. 


"Come on, this isn't the way to solve this,"Mick says again in a cal tone. "Do we need to have management 


involved?" 
"Fuck management," Nikki snaps, "Motley Crue is MY fucking band and it's MY fucking choice!" 


Mick shakes his head with a sigh and disappears into the bathroom. | release Vince's throat and stare him 


down. "Look, Nikki wants ONR, so ONR it is bro." 


"Well don't fucking expect me to be goddamn nice to them" 


"Fine!" Nikki barks. 


Vince moves out from under me towering over him, marches to the back lounge and slams the door. | turn to 


Nikki who is sighing and running a hand through his hair. 


"You asked GNR to fill the spot?" | ask. "Did you do that to get Izzy and Slash here because you're paying back 


them for the good times? Or is this just a way to get some smack?" | ask him. 


Nikki answers me by fucking punching me right in the jaw. "Fuck you Tommy! Fuck you and your goddamn 


assumptions. You make an ass out of you and me when you assume shit!" (ass u me) 


"Fuck dude! Did you have to fucking hit me?!" 


Fuck The World 


Fuck The World 
Nikki's POV 


Man fuck Vince. Fuck Mick. And while we're at it, fuck Tommy too. | can't believe he fucking asked me that shit. 
He's the motherfucker who told me to basically fuck them all | wanted. Now he wants to be a jealous bitch? 
Then he has the nerve to ask if I'm doing it for smack? Fuck him. He's just like a bitch, trying to fucking 
change me. He should change his fucking wife! I'm so goddamn mad at him. | have half a mind to flirt with Izzy 
in front of Tommy just to fucking piss him off. 


In fact we rendezvous with the Gunners today. My mouth is already watering for that long awaited hit. | sure 
as hell hope Stradlin brings enough shit to last more than a day. Luckily he moonlights as a dealer, so 
availability isn't an issue. God | can't wait. | sure hope he doesn't fucking forget to bring fucking needles. I'm so 


ready to kill away all this drama with the guys. 

So | made sure | was right there when the Gunners got off the plane. Axl was surly at best, but doing his 
best to suck up. Duff was drunk as usual. Steven was obliterated. Slash and Izzy were both pretty quiet until 
we got into the limo. Then for some reason Slash kept descretely rubbing on my leg. No one could see except 
Izzy who sat across from us. Izzy looked kind of hurt. What kind of bullshit is Slash trying to involve me in 


here? 


"So | trust we will have our own dressing room yes?" Axl eventually asks breaking the awkward silence. | can 


see Izzy rolling his eyes. 

‘Oh we'll find some place to stick you," | reply with a shrug. 

"And what about food?" Duff asks, "You guys have catering?" 

| nod and can't help but notice Izzy sighing and staring out the window. 


"What about a bus?" Slash asks? "We get our ownor we ride with the Crue?" 


‘Our bus is too fucking crowded. Geffen arranged for you guys to have your own. It's waiting on you at the 


venue." 
"What about hotels? You guys ever sleep in real beds?" Axl asks. 


| smirk at his prissyness. "Sure when we play cities that are in a cluster," | answer. Again | seem to note 


disgust on Izzy's face. 


"And how much interaction should | expect out of your band?" Axl asks. 

| look at him funny, "What do you mean?" 

‘lm not real fond of Vince, and I'm pretty sure that's a two way street" 

"Vince is a professional," | shrug, "Don't start none won't be none," | shrug. | can see Izzy slightly smirk. 
"And the drug issue," Axl says interrupting my train of thought. 

"Drug issue?" | question 


"Well everyone knows how much Crue indulges in the decadant life style. In case you didn't know over half my 


band is goddamn junkies." 

"Man shut up with that shit," Slash snaps leaning over me to yell at Axl. 

"Anyway," Axl says rolling his eyes, "My guys have enough issues without adding more to them. 

| smirk, "Are you insinuating l'm a bad influence?" 

Axl looks me dead in the eye and seems very serious, "Well, at least to Izzy you seem to be." 

Izzy rolls his eyes with a sigh, "Axl shut the fuck up." 

| glance at Izzy wondering what all he had told Axl. | couldn't have this gay shit getting out. 

"Well anyhow, | fell it would be best if our bands kept a distance from one another." Axl proceeds to tell me. 


| smirk. He's definately the leader of his band. But l'm the leader of my band and this whole fucking operation 


Axl Rose was not about to come in and start telling me what the fuck to do. He ain't shit to me. 
"So," Slash says trying desperately to change the subject, "How's T-Bone?" He gives me a hinting smile. 


"He's fine," | reply blankly. It makes Izzy look at me in curious wonder. l'm pretty sure he can tell by the look 
on my face that things aren't going so fucking well 


Make It Stop 


Make It Stop 

Izzy's POV 

So tonight was our first show as the openers for the Crue. From the moment we got to the venue Axl was 
writing shit down and compiling his fucking complaints. And naturally | get dubbed as the official spokesperson 
to Nikki who essentially controls every fucking thing in sight. | really fucking hate Axl sometimes. But | don't 
have the time to trivialize over that shit. My concerns are more on Slash. He has been flirting with Sixx all 
fucking day. 

It actually seems to confuse him | think. But then Sixx was well aware of our checkered history. And l'm 
guessing things between he and Tommy aren't the bed of roses he hoped it would be when they got back out 
on the road. Fuck what kind of shit have | gotten myself into. | never planned for any of this shit. | don't want 
to come between Nikki and Tommy. | don't want Axl using me for his own gain And | don't want to be without 
Slash anymore. 

My thoughts are broke off by yelling out in the hallway outside our dressing room. 

"Fuck you, go tell it to your goddamn wife!" 

It's Nikki. He sounds pretty pissed and | know he has to be yelling at Tommy. 


"What the fuck is your problem?!" | hear Tommy's voice booming. "You fucking throwing me away for Izzy and 


Slash?" 
| get up and walk to the door and place my ear on it to hear them better. 


"Why the fuck do you even fucking care?! Your fucking wife is coming for a week! Go fuck her and tell her 


how much you goddamn love her!" Nikki out shouts him. 

"Why the fuck do you keep saying that?!" Tommy cries out. "You know you're it for me baby!" 

"Oh yeah, fucking right! I'm your fucking toy! A toy you play with whey Heather's not fucking around!" 
"Baby how can you even say that?!" Tommy asks him. 

"Fuck off T-Bone." Nikki says in an exasperated voice. 


"Why? So you can go in there and get Izzy to suck your dick and call you darlin?!" Tommy yells and | hear 


glass smashing. 


"Keep your goddamn voice down," Nikki says in a quieter tone. 

"NO! | don't give a fuck if he fucking hears mel"! hear him yelling into the door as he pounds his fist on it. 
"Apparently you dol | fucking knew it! You want him don't you? You wanna fuck him, thats why you insisted on 
having his fucking band here! Fucking admit it!" 


"You know what!?" Nikki loses his cool, "Maybe | do want to fuck him! Maybe | wanna suck his goddamn dick and 


hear him call me darlin! At least he isn't fucking married and stringing me along like some BITCH!" 
"You're being a fucking bitch!l" Tommy yells back 
| hear a smack and assume Nikki has hit Tommy. 


"Yeah Sixx, that's it, fucking kick my ass! Fucking scream at me! Just stop ignoring me and pushing me the fuck 
away! Izzy doesn't give a flying fuck about you! He's in love with Slash!" 


Yeah, | loved Slash. But | wouldn't go as far to say that | didn't give a fuck about Nikki. Nikki and | had a similar 
ground. We understood one another's pain. And somehow in the midst of our pain we are able to comfort one 


another. Why the fuck wouldn't | care about him? 


"You know what, this shit doesn't matter. Just go fuck your Movie Star wife!" Nikki says sounding like he 
simply wants Tommy to get so mad he'll storm off. 


"Why are you fucking ruining our last night together? Its gonna be a whole fucking week!" Tommy protests. 
"Tommy | can't keep fucking doing this shit. | don't want to share you with that fucking cunt!" 

"Don't call her that!" Tommy yells at him furiously. 

"Why?! | thought she didn't mean shit to you!" | can actually hear Nikki's voice cracking. 

"She's still my fucking wife and no one is gonna call her a fucking cunt!" Tommy sternly warns. 

"Cunt! Cunt! CUNT!" Nikki screams. 

Then | jump as a loud thud slams into the door l'm listening through. 

"Nikki.baby I'm so sorry... didn't mean to..are you ok?" Tommy says in a calm pleading voice. 

‘Leave me alone," Nikki hisses and | can hear the door knob being jiggled. 


| step back just as the door opens and Nikki quickly slides in He quickly locks the door and leans on it. He stands 


there a moment leaning on the door with his head hung low. | can see him quivering and | can hear him 
sobbing. | take a step closer to him and put a hand on his back. 


"IFs ok," | say softly. 


Nikki quickly turns to me and wraps his harm around me as he cries and starts sinking down my body. He ends 
up on his knees with his arms wrapped around my midsection and crying into my stomach. His hands have my 
shirt grasped in them. He's completely broken. I've never seen him like this before. | know he needs me to 
comfort him somehow. All | know to do is stroke his head gently. 


“Shhhh," | whisper softly. "It's gonna be ok darlin" 


He just sobs louder into my stomach and grips and pulls at my shirt even tighter. | have never heard cries so 
loud and painful. | drop to my knees with him and wrap him up in my arms. | don't know how but he clings to 


me even fucking harder and cries even louder. About that time Tommy starts pounding on the door. 
"Nikki! Come on! Open the door! Baby PLEASE!" He pleads. | know he can hear him crying. 
My head starts to pound and | close my eyes trying to block out all the noise. 


"NIKKI" BANG BANG BANG Tommy persists at the door. 


Nikki's cries are so loud they almost drown out Tommy and his banging. They're so loud in my ear. Somehow | 
manage to pull away from Nikki just enough to take his face in my hands. | quickly press my lips to his not 
knowing how else to get him to stop. | wasn't expecting Nikki to be receptive at all. But before | know it his 
tongue is down my throat and his hands tangled in my hair and grabbing it like he had been my shirt. | know 
he wants me to make the pain stop. So | give him what he needs. Maybe it's what | need too. 


Frame Of Mind 


Author's Notes: 
So fried out lately guys..like seriously..millions of brain cells have died cruel and unusually. | hope this chapter 


comes out right. I'm sort of in nikkis depressed frame of mind. 


Frame Of Mind 
Nikki's POV 


Hopeless and aching beyond ache as my broken mind teeters on the edge of reality. This is a reality | wish | 
didn't even know. If there was something that could hurt worse than this..then lim fucking there. I'm fucking 
terrified at how hopeless everything is starting to feel. What once felt exciting and new is now stale and 
uncertain. Confidence has turned into doubt. Happiness has turned into shit. My sanity frays like a dry rot rope 
scraping across concrete. Any thing that once made me smile no longer does. And what | was believing to be 
love was now what | questioned the most. 


Nothing seems real anymore. Nothing seems to feel right. Love just shouldn't hurt this much, should it? | don't 
know, maybe | deserve it. | haven't exactly been the most deserving kind of guy to be bestowed such an 
exquisite honor, have |? | wish | could simply not care what anyone thought, the way | used to. But shit just 
ain't so simple anymore. And it's all because | decided to care. | decided to let love in. | wanted it so fucking 
much and | don't even know why. It's like we all have this primal need to have someone love us. Fucking why? 
Love fucking sucks. It hurts. 


| was dead on the inside before Tommy. But he became my reason to get out of bed. | loved being around him 
so much that for a while it was enough. But it grew stale as | started feeling like it just couldn't happen. So my 
insides died again, from my own hands, and smacks. | was dicing myself so well | was able to just not give a 


fucking. But then the unimaginable happened, Tommy told me he loved me. And | wanted it. And | let it inside of 


me. It manifested itself into this ideal feeling of unrequited bliss. It was flawless. It was everything. 


But when you make something your everything you make it subject to critical review. You expect perfection at 
every turn and anything less raises questions and doubts. Tommy got fucking married! Hello! Doubts here. If | 
were his everything, like he was mine, he wouldn't have been able to do it. But he did. That started to speak 


volumes. 


Tommy would jump from her bed to mine like it was nothing. He would kiss me and make love to me and make 
me believe his sincerity. But if he could seem so convincing to me he was only reasonable to surmise he could 
do the same to her. Now there is doubt of his intentions. His credaibility is on the line. And | find myself 
wondering if its all bullshit. 


Again Im dead inside, longing for this ache in my heart to stop. Love is killing me far faster than the smack. 
My blind love now questions just how blind | am. And Tommy, who once gave me a false sense of what | 
wanted to be love now hurts me more than | should have ever allowed. Now l'm alone and in a pain | don't know 


how to stop. 


| don't want to be like this anymore. | don't want this pain anymore. | long for my old friend of content 


numbness and uncaring. | long for my old selfish ways. I'm sick of hurting. 


And these days only one person understands my pain. There is but one | can confide in. There is but one who 
gives me a faint glimmering hope of comfort. Izzy. Izzy gets it. Izzy feels the same pain | do. And somehow in 


our pain we find a fleeting temporary relief in one another. 


Izzy kisses me just as | want to run my switchblade across my skin to find solace. He distracts the immense 
ache. He temporaily give me enough sanity to reach out for comfort. He knows just what | need. His needs are 


a mirror of my own. 


His kisses quieten my relentless sobs. | cling to him because he's the only thing that even feels real anymore. 
When I'm with him | release some of the pain. He takes it in and just makes it fade. Thank god Izzy was here 
just now. Without him | fear what | may have been capable of. 


His lips deliver to me a passion | burn for. His body willing to do whatever necessary to harness my demons. 
His arms around me give me a glimmer of hope that maybe | can make it through this day. Izzy's body 


drawing me in and so considerately attending to my needs makes me feel like | matter. 


And | know he longs to matter as well. Izzy made the mistake of letting love in such as | had. And he too was 
seeing there was no point to it. It was an unnecessary pain that should have been avoided. Yeah he regretted 


opening his heart too. 


The safety | feel in his embrace blocks out Tommy pounding at the door. Nothing remains but what Izzy makes 
me feel. Like | matter. Like he gets it. Its seems these days the only time | hurt any less is when I'm with him. 


“Shhhh darlin," his comforting voice slithers into my head as his lips trail my neck. "Its ok now." 


When he looks into my eyes | see the concern | see his own pain. | see that longing for love he tries to hide 
from. | see sympathy for me because he feels just as | do. Second best and strung along with the most 


convincing false pretenses. Yeah, Izzy questioned it all as | did. 


Theres compassion in his body melded with mine. There's that same need for acceptance. There is that longing 
for love that we both question with our doubts. Izzy gives me just what | need. fighting chance to regain 
enough will to live through this day. 


| look into his warm eyes as he strokes my cheek. "Why's it have to hurt so much? | don't want it to hurt 


anymore." 


He nods understandingly. "Me too." his fingers lightly trace my arms. 
"How do we make it stop? | can't keep on like this" | say as a tear rolled down my cheek. 


Izzy's eyes flutter away as a tear falls from his eye too. "Theres nothing we can do except let them go.let 


them go or live with this constant pain that never goes away. Time's the only thing that can do that." 
"| don't know how to let go," | shake my head as my tears stream out. 
Izzy strokes the tears away. "I wish | had an answer to give you darlin" 


| kiss him again because its the only thing that makes the hurt inside take a temporary back seat. Its the only 
thing to keep a needle out of my vein. The only way to keep my mind from shattering into a thousand tiny 
pieces that could never find an order again. He restored enough sanity into me to take one more breath. | fear 
what may have happen without him being here for me the way he always seems to be. Izzy was becoming a 


life saver to me. | was truly growing greatful of his presence. 


"We're gonna be ok darlin," he says in that cool calm velvety voice of his. And | feel safe here in this moment. 
Safe in his arms. Safe from the pain. And safe from the concinquences of my own actions of self destruction 


In this moment he was saving my life. 


Terms Of Endearment 


Terms Of Endearment 
Tommy's POV 


| pound on that fucking door till the sides of my fists bled. Still inside | could hear Nikki wailing over it. Nikki 
never cries, hardly ever. What had | done to fucking make him cry so hard. And jesus fucking christ why won't 
he just talk to me? Why did he have to lock himself in a room with fucking Izzy? 


| knew Izzy had calmed him down because Sixx grew so silent. Silent except for the sounds of smacking lips 
kissing one another. That cruel sick fuck! Really? They're gonna fucking make out with me standing right on the 
other fucking side of the door? 


And to whose benefit was this? To make me jealous? To make Nikki feel avenged somehow? Or was it Stradlin 
sticking it to Slash? What if Nikki wasn't just mouthing off when he said he wanted to suck Izzy's dick and hear 


him call him darlin. 
| can hear every tender moan and groan from them. Fuck are they right at the goddamn door? | can't make 
out their words but they are muted and tender. | feel a tear roll down my cheek. What the fuck right do | 


even have to stop this? Nikki is doing what | told him to do. | mean I'm the one who got married here, not him. 


"They at it again already?" A voice startles me and | jump. | turn to see Slash with a bottle of Jack in his hand 


and smoking a cigarette. 

Fuck | don't even know what to say. 

"They're different from you and me you know," he says and takes a drink. 

| step away from the door. "How so?" | ask. 

Slash extends the bottle out to me and | take a drink. 

"Izzy and Nikki deliberately keep themselves closed up from people. In their minds if they just don't care, just 
stay detached then they can never get hurt. You and me..we aren't so selfish. We fucking care when our 
hearts tell us to. And you and | understand how important publicity is. A hot chick to take places looks a hell 
of a lot better in the magazines, right?" 


| hand him back his bottle. "But | thought this shit was cool with you and Izzy." 


"| did too," he nods dragging from his cigarette. "But when | moved in with my girl Izzy just started growing 


distant..not to mention started spending a whole lot more time with him," he motions to the door insinuating 


Nikki. 


"Dude that's exactly how shit went down with me and Nikki too. You think maybe they wanted one another all 


along?" | question 
Slash shrugs, "Not my place to give a fuck." Then he just turns and leaves. 


| look back at that door of impending doom. | did give a fuck | loved Nikki and | know he loves me too. He's just 
hurting. That's the thing with Nikki, if you hurt him he hurts you back more. He had a vindictive streak a mile 


wide. He only pulled this shit when he was mad at me. 


But why the fuck was it always Stradlin he ran to? Granted, Izzy is an incredible fuck, but Slash ain't half bad 
either. Why does he always end up with Izzy? It just made no sense. He and Slash had been friends for years 
and got along great. I've never known Izzy and Nikki to even hold a conversation Fuck | don't even know if Izzy 


can. 


God | wanted to know why Nikki was in that fucking room. | could hear just fine what he was doing. And it 
sounded nothing like the time | had been with them. It sounded slow and passionate. Like | had to make Nikki be. 
Nikki always wanted it fast and hot. It didn't sound fast in there. Their undecipherable words are so soft. 


Fucking caring. Again a tear comes to my eye. 


| feel like l'm fucking losing him. Fuck maybe | already have. Maybe | should just leave him for Izzy. Maybe Nikki 
only wanted me to say he had me. He could be like that sometimes. But he looked me right in the eye and told 


me he loved me. Nikki has never uttered those words to another living soul. Has he? 


Lying To Myself 


Lying To Myself 
Slash's POV 


You know, when | was a teen running the streets of LA | never thought about fucking dudes. That shit never 
even crossed my mind. If someone told me | would fuck a man some day | would have probably kicked their 


ass. You know, just wasn't me or what | was about. 


When | first met Izzy | did notice that every so often he seemed to be checking out a guy. Granted it was 
usually one of us guys going at it in the open with some slut. Hey, free show, why not? Right? | really thought 
that was all the fuck there was to it. | had seen him with chicks, believe me, he did just fucking fine with 
them. 


But as time went on | started to notice other little tell tell signs about Izzy. Like the way his eyes would 
nervously flutter away from me when I'd walk out of the shower in nothing but a towel. Like the way he 
always seemed to know exactly what was on my mind. How he started sharing his dope with me. The way he 


laughed when we were alone. 


Izzy is a completely different person for the world. He never starts shit and tries to stay out of it. He finds 
humor in everything, even the most stressfull events. He had a very come what may attitude. And people 


bought it. Everyone but Axl. Fuck | guess | had even bought it. 


But | see shit differently now. Izzy may have said there was nothing to what we had but fun, but knowing how 
well Izzy puts on an act now..He lied to me. It was more than that for him, no matter how bad he wanted me 


to think it wasn't. | saw it in his eyes. Izzy's eyes are incapable of lying. Especially to the ones who know him 


best. 


And the way he acted around me changed after | moved in with my girl. The sex changed. It was like Izzy's 
mind wasn't even there at all. Sometimes it was hard to even get his body to be there. I'll never forget the 
distance in his emotionless face the last time we were together. He couldn't wait for me to cum just so I'd get 


lost. 


| get it now. Seeing Izzy with Nikki and how he begged me to talk to him should have told me. Izzy loved me. No 
matter how he tried to hide it and lie and say he didn't, he did. And you know what? | did too. Fuck | still do. 


But I'm not naive like Tommy. | know this world has no place in it for Izzy and | together. | know that someone 
like Izzy just isn't capable of ever opening their self up to another person that much. | don't care how close we 
are, | will never know Izzy. No one will, not even fucking Axl. And Sixx was exactly the same way. The only 
difference in him and Izzy is the fact that Nikki is a brutal control freak. Izzy would rather have no control. 


My thoughts are disturbed as Izzy boards the bus. His greasy hair hangs in his face. His eyes see me here 
and dart to the floor. He starts to just rush past me like he was a figment of my imagination. 


| take the cigarette from my mouth. "Figured that freshly fucked look would be a little more glowing," | snidely 


exhale. 

He says nothing as he slows his pace and just stares down 

"You know, | think you may be coming in the middle of Tommy and Nikki." 

He spins and looks at me as fury sweeps his face. "You don't know shit about it so shut your fucking mouth!" 
| smirk, "And is that Izzy defending himself or his lover?" 


"Is it just me or didn't you just fucking walk away with no explinations and never look back?" He shrugs, "Why 


do you get to say shit?" 


"Would you rather have this arguement with Axl? | don't think he'd like to know you were fucking dudes, much 
less Sixx who gave us this gig.” 


Izzy huffs, "You really dont know shit do you? Axl is all fucking for this shit! To him Nikki is fucking Willy 
Wonka and I'm the fucker with the golden ticket." 


| nod and inhale from my cigarette, “That make Axl your pimp then?" 
Izzy's eyes narrow at me. 

"Who's next on his list then? David Geffen?" | lightly chuckle 

Izzy sighs, "What the fuck do you even care?" 


And | should have said something. But | didn't. Why? What was done was done. Nothing | could say now would 


make any difference any way. It wouldn't change the world we lived in. It wouldn't fix anyones problems. 


"That's what | thought," he says softly as he disappears to the back. 


Trapped 


Trapped 
Izzy's POV 


| stare out the bus window into the completely black oblivion. My head feels as desolate as this scenery. | can 
only feel the pain It never stops. It never fades. Hell it doesn't ever even seem to change forms. It is 
irrelevant if I'm alone, with the guys, or with Nikki. | always feel the same. Empty. Incomplete. 


| guess the shit fades the most when I'm with Sixx, but that's just because his pain seems so much greater 
than my own. Nikki fucking loves Tommy the way everybody should be loved. But Tommy's like some puppy 


whose feet are too big for his body. He can't smell the roses because he's too busy chasing after his own tail. 


Tommy just isn't capable of understanding someone as complex as Nikki. Few ever will. | only do in part because 
l'm so much like him. But | don't cut myself just to feel a different kind of pain No. | think Nikki just might 
truly be insane. Not quite ready for a straight jacket, but definately ready for the padded cell. 


This shit is killing him and its like Tommy can't even grasp the severity of the shit. Nobody does | think. 
Unfortunately | do all too fucking well. Which is why I'm the most likely candidate for trying to save the poor 
wretch. Though | doubt my capabilities. 


I'm not exactly the sanest clown in this fucking circus either. | don't know how to even tell anyone what it is 
l'm feeling. | can't give them the words to understand what this pain is | feel. It's similar to what Sixx feels | 
imagine. But Sixx takes his pain much deeper than | do. He lets it break free with no restraint. | can restrain a 


lot. Maybe too much. 


But one can only hold in so much, take so much. Eventually shit's gotta boil over or you fucking explode. I'm 
probably getting far too close to that shit. Smack keeps it in me somewhat, but that will only work so long. l'm 
afraid of when it will all come out. 


I'm the most honest, down to earth person out there. | never make a scene or cause shit. Nine times out of 
ten if someone tries to start shit | just simply slough it off. Water off a duck's fucking back. But for how long 
can | keep doing this shit? How fucking much can | keep crammed inside of me? When am | going to blow up like 
Nikki, or implode? 


Every time | look at Slash | feel on the dangerous verge of it. | have never had to refrain as much as | have 
due to the emotions he has awakened in me. Before Slash everything was so black and white. He brought in the 


fucking layers of gray. And | hid, more so than ever before what | truly fucking felt. 


Slash opened up places inside of me that no one had ever done. l'm not sure if | fucking like it or not. It 


certainly wasn't what | signed up for. | didn't want to be sitting here on the verge of implosion. | didn't want to 


feel the pain of loving him and not have him. | never wanted to be anything important to anyone, but when he 
found me with Nikki..fuck | don't know, but | think | saw something. 


Maybe l'm reading into shit. Maybe | was never anything more to Slash than a good time to be had..but | so 
want to believe differently. | want to think | saw the pain of a man in love. | wanted to see the regret. | wish | 


knew for certainty that was what | had seen. 


| pull my knees to my chest and rest my head within them. Tears come to my eyes and | hug myself hard and 
let them go. No one has ever seen them aside from Axl and Nikki. Tears are a weakness | never let people see. 
But | have them. | have them and any pain associated with them. And | don't want this shit anymore. | just 
want to feel ok again But Is it even possible after this? 


For every fiber in my being there is but one fucking thing | want. There is but one thing that can bring me 
solace and comfort. There is but one thing that distracts me from my own self loathing. Nikki. Somehow Nikki 
makes the shit not hurt so much. 


An Unlikely Plea 


Author's Notes: 
You know what guys..! have no clue who | want to be together. So guess Ill just continue to confuse us all until 


i figure it out. 


An Unlikely Plea 
Tommy's POV 


Out to dinner with the fucking wife in one of these fancy ass dives that charges you a hundred bucks to 
nicely arrange like half a cup of food on a huge plate. One of the places where people definately turn and 
fucking stare at me. | don't at all blend in with my rock star attire..so Heather dresses me up in a fucking tie 
and some pony tail. | look like a fucking yuppie. If Nikki were here I'd never hear the end of it. He hates it when 
people try to change people. 


My stomach is still fucking growling after what they called the main course. | could go for a real plate of 
fucking food for half the price of this shit | can't even fucking pronounce. So I'm really throwing back the 
fucking wine to try to fill the rumbling hole in my gut. 

Heather seems happy enough. Conversation is going pleasantly. We haven't gotten into any fights about Nikki 
yet. So that's good at least. Just when | think it may turn out to be an incident free night the bottom fucking 
falls out. 

I'm disturbed by a commotion at the door. 

"Fucking back off! I've got money! | don't even want your fucking food!" 

| turn and look to see black greasy hair. A rumpled white button down shirt, fully open. And leather pants that 
may have very well been painted on. Izzy. Fuck what the hell is he doing here? Does he fucking have Nikki with 


him? 


My eyes dart to Heather who is already turning up her nose. | look back to Izzy who spots me and calls out to 


me, waving for me to come over. 


“Tommy, do you know that guy?" she asks looking at me strangely. Strangely, like all hell is going to break loose 
if | get up from this fucking table. 


"Umm..yeah, | say and try to figure out what the fuck to do. "That's one of the guys from our opening band." 


"Are you expecting him?" she hufts. 


"No," | shake my head, "I'd better go see what he wants," | say hopping up from the table as Heather reaches 


for me saying my name. But | completely fucking ignore her. 

| approach Izzy with a curious look on my face. “Izzy, what the fuck are you doing here?" | ask in a low voice. 
"| had to talk to you" He begins fumbling around his shirt pockets for a cigarette 

"There's no smoking at this establishment,” the stuck up guy at the door rolls his eyes at Izzy. 

Izzy motions to the door, "I won't keep you long" 

So | follow him outside and turn to him as he lights his cigarette. "What's this about?" 

He exhales and looks down, "Hts about Nikki" 


| suddenly start to feel agitated by the sound of Nikki's name rolling off his tongue. "What the fuck about him? 


lm having fucking dinner with my wife man" 


A slight sad smile comes to his lips as he brings the cigarette back to his lips. "You really have no fucking clue 
how much you being here with her hurts him, do you?" 


| huff, "Makes it pretty fucking easy for you then, doesn't it?" 
He dryly chuckles. "You really aren't that fucking bright are you?" 


l'm about ready to open my mouth to fucking argue when he cuts me off by blowing his smoke in my 


direction. 
"Nikki would die for you.Nikki is fucking dying for you. Can't you fucking see how much he hurts?" 
| shrug, “Guess he just shows you that shit these days." 


"Im not your problem with Nikki," he shakes his head. "I'm not just waiting in the wings every time you break 


his heart. Nikki comes to me because he knows l'm the only fucking one who can get how he feels.’ 
"Nikki can tell me anything and he fucking knows that," | snap. 
Izzy gives me that lazy half smirk Nikki gives me. "And he has told you Tommy. You just aren't hearing him." 


"Hearing what?" | ask infuriated more by the second. 


"That he can't share you. That he can't keep loving you and sharing you with your wife. Nikki can't grasp the 
rejection. It fucking makes him do stupid insane shit. He's fucking losing it and when he does, its gonna be your 


fucking fault." 

"Why do you even care?" | question him. 

"You're not even fucking hearing me are you?" He asks me squinting an eye at the smoke as he takes a long 
drag from his cigarette. He stares me down and exhales slowly. "Let me see if | can put this in terms you 
might understand then.If you don't cut one of them loose soon you're gonna fucking loose them both. Heather 
will divorce you and Nikki." 

He pauses seeming choked up on his words. "What?" | press. 

"Nikki can't just be mad like a normal person and get over shit. He can't restrain his pain or anger. He 
unleashes it on whoever gets in his way..but when there is nobody there." He pauses and seems to shake off 
a shiver. 

"What?" | curiously wonder aloud. 

"He unleashes it all on himself..surely you haven't missed the cuts in with all the fresh track marks." 

| glare at him. No. | hadn't missed that shit. How the fuck could |? "What's your damn point man?" 

Izzy looks at me strangely. Its as if I'm stupid for asking. "How long do you think itll be before the dose is too 
fucking high or the cuts too fucking deep? He will be all alone and he will fucking die. Is that what the fuck you 
want?" 

| roll my eyes, "Of course not.” 

He drags from his cigarette one last time as he tosses the butt to the ground. "You're running out of time 
man. You're losing him. For now he thinks | can save him from himself..but | can't.not forever. Its you he 


wants. [ts you he has to have to be whole.Why the fuck don't you see what's right in fucking front of your 


face?" 
"You do feel something for him..don't you?" | suspiciously ask 
He sighs and looks at me. "Not enough to save him from you. He's yours. I'm just the son of a bitch who 


always gets stuck cleaning up your messes. But | can't resurrect the fucking dead Are you fucking hearing me 


now?" 


Sliced Apart 


Sliced Apart 
Nikki's POV 


Crimson trails slightly drain down my arm and into my hand. Thick and sticky. The handle of my switchblade is 
trying to glue itself into my hand as a permanent fixture. It glints its silver metal at me through the smears 


of my blood covering it. 


| press down again and jerk the blade across my flesh just to see how well | had sharpened it. Better. But still 
not good enough. Its not even reaching the muscle yet. Maybe my skin is just too tough from the scars. Too 
many times in which | tied to dull the pain | carried inside of me. All the pain you can imagine a broken man 


able to carry. More. 


| would do anything to erase it. | would give it away if | could. | would throw it across some other poor 
bastards shoulders in a heartbeat. But then, you can't always give everything away you'd like to. Some things 


are just meant to be yours forever. This is my forever. 


| push the blade against my skin again in the same spot. | stare numbly at it and give a quick sideways pull on 
the knife again. This time it slices me a little deeper. Blood oozes from the wound and trails it's way around my 
wrist, into my hand, and down the tips of my fingers. The drops fall off in long thick strands of red syrup. For 
a small amount of time it hypnotizes me to watch them drip. But soon the need comes for me to cut the 


wound even yet deeper. 


Deeper than I've ever attempted to go before. | just couldn't get the pain to go away. | couldn't reach that 
point of relaxation | usually did with this shit. No comfort could find it's way to me if it tried. Not tonight. 


There isn't even enough dope around for me to consume to make this even take a back seat. 


And I'm alone. There is no Tommy because he's with his fucking cunt wife. There is no Izzy because he had 
fucked me into slumber and slipped out. God how | wish he would have stayed. Fuck, right now | would even 
settle for some sideways glances from Mick. But there's no one to care. It's just me. Me, my knife, and this 


agony that can't fucking die. 

Or could | kill it? Permanently. 

| feel a drowsy tug behind my eyes. | can feel the unbalanced sensation in my head. The feeling of falling and 
fading. Sounds start to sound distant in my head. | blink my eyes and slightly try to shake off the feeling. I'm 
not ready to pass out. Not yet. There's something | have to do first. | have to go deeper. Just to see where it 


goes. 


| drag the blade through the bloody slice in my arm. Fresh blood finds it's way out into the old which is 


coagulating on my skin. Sticky like candy. And if | taste it | know | could find the sweetness behind the metallic 
taste. As if there is anything in me sweet. No. 


A rush shoots through my head as it feels like a balloon swelling up and preparing to float from my body. My 
eyes fall to the floor at the speed in which the drops are falling now. So fast it's like one continuious stream. 


Mezmurising. Beautiful. 


The tug behind my eyes grows stronger. Stronger with every drop of blood that drains from me. My pale 
yellow skin is even losing what little color it has left. l'm bleeding out. | wonder how long it'll take? How much 


time do | have left? 


My blurring eyes focus again on the wound that's bleeding so profusely. Just a little three inch slice, but oh 
how it bleeds. | place the blade inside the cut again and find that l'm losing my strength. | pull the knife and it 


tumbles from my fingers into the pool of blood forming all around me on the floor. 


When | look down my body just falls. | fall into my blood which has cooled to the temperature of the tile floor. 
My hand reaches for my knife with barely enough strength to wrap my fingers around it. My face rests in 
the cool blood. It feels surprisingly good. 


| struggle to roll over so | can reach the wound again Why the fuck am | still trying? This is it right? I'm going 
to die here on a bathroom floor aren't |? No one is going to come and stop me, are they? No. Nobody fucking 
cares. They all have more important shit in their lives than me. This is it for me. This is all | get. Maybe this 
is what | deserve. Nothing. 


In Time 
In Time 
Izzy's POV 


| was worried about Sixx. | knew it was too risky to leave him on his ownSixx was just at the verge of that 
jumping off point. Its an especially dangerous place for Nikki. Nikki tends to be irrational. He pushes the 
envelope. If he ever got close enough to that edge he wouldn't stop. He would gladly fall right over the edge. 
Someone had to be there to grab his hand and pull him back on solid ground. 


But it wasn't supposed to be me. It was on Tommy. Unfortunately, Tommy is about the dumbest guy I've ever 
met. | don't think he understands Sixx at all. If he did he wouldn't have done this to him. He would already know 
how fragile Nikki was. He would understand how detrimental his actions were. But the idiot didn’t get it. Why 
the fuck am | the only one who gets it. 


My feet can't carry me fast enough as | search for the hotel where | left Nikki. Dread seeps into my every 
pore. | shouldn't have left him alone tonight. But | had to try to make Tommy understand. | had to try to do 


what was right for a change. 


When | finally made it back to the hotel Crue's entire floor had become one big drug fueled orgy. People were 
running up and down the hall. Naked chicks were sprawled out everywhere. It was fucking loud as shit and | 


knew there was little chance in Nikki sleeping through it. 


Financial | reach the room where | had left him. | burst through the door but don't see him anywhere. Panic 


sweeps me as | see the light coming from under the bathroom door. 

"Nikki," | call out as | approach the door. I'm met with dead silence. 

I'm terrified but | force my shaking hand to the knob and turn it. | push slightly but something is blocking the 
door. | stick my head in and am horrified at what | find. Blood is every fucking where. On the walls, the floor. 
Nikki lays lifelessly in the center of it all. 


"Fuck!" | panic and forcefully push Nikki out of the way with the door. | bend down and reach out for him. | 
already know he's going to be cold and dead. 


"Nikki," | nudge him. He makes a very faint noise in the back of his throat. 


| feel relieved for that tiny little bit of recognition. "Nikki what the fuck did you do?" | as as tears cloud my 


vision. | need to focus. | need to think. 


| grab my belt and jerk it off. | slide it over Nikki's arm like a tournaquet. | snap it tight and reach for a towel 


to try to wipe some of the blood away. 

"What the fuck did you do to Nikki you junkie piece of shit?!" | hear a voice asking from the door. 

| look up to see a very drunk Vince staring at me like | was responsible. "Go get help now!" | tell him. 
"What the fuck did you do to Nikki?" He again asks. 

"| didn't fucking do this! Don't just stand there! Get some fucking help!" 

"Nikki?" He asks bending down. "Nikki?" 


"He needs help!" | snap but Vince is too distracted by all the blood and whatever alarming amount of booze he 
must have drank. "Fuck it!" | say as | jump up for help since this fucker is Goddamn useless. 


| rushed down the hall to their manager Doc's room. | pounded at his door until his pudgy little face appeared. 


"It's Sixx," | pant, "he needs help. You have to call an ambulance!” 

Doc rolls his eyes, "Did he fucking od again?" 

"No!" | yell. "He's fucking bleeding all over the Goddamn place! Fucking do something!" | plead. 

"He's probably just playing a prank with the stage blood again," Doc answers not even seeming phased. 

| reach out and grab him by the shirt. "This isn't a fucking joke! Nikki's fucking dying!" 

| think you might have had too much to drink buddy," Doc says unimpressed by my displays of sheer panic. 
Why doesn't anyone believe me? Nikki is laying there dying and everyone thinks its a sick joke Or my fucking 


fault. 


| think quickly and look at the blood on my hands. | smear my hand in his face, "Does that fucking taste like 
stage blood you stupid fuck!" 


Hell Hath No Fury 


Hell Hath No Fury 

Izzy's POV 

| think there was more of Nikki's blood on me than there was in his entire body. He was whiter than white 
when the paramedics finally showed the fuck up. | was beginning to think their stupid manager was just going 
to stand by and let Sixx die. These Crue mother fuckers are insane! What kind of fucking jokes did they play on 
one another around here? And why the fuck does nobody bat an eyelash at an overdose? If something like this 
happened to one of us in GNR you better goddamn well believe someone would believe it and do something 
more promptly. 

After they hauled Nikki out of here Vince comes up to me just shoving me in the fucking wall by my once 
white shirt that is now the color of Nikki Sixx's blood. He's still fucking blaming me for this shit! | had nothing 
to fucking do with it! 


"Get the fuck off mel" | shove him back and he staggers and has to grab a hold of someone to keep from 
falling. 


"Did you guys see what the fuck he did to Nikki?!" He yells out so everyone can hear. 
| grab him and slam his shoulders back into the wall. "I didn't do shit to himt!!!" 


People start grabbing me and pulling me off Vince as he incoheriently continues to scream how | did this shit 
to Nikki. Then a door cracks open and | see Tommy stick his fucking head out the door. 


"What the fuck is everybody yelling for, people are trying to fucking sleep!" He blurts out rubbing his eyes. 
"This junkie fuck tried to kill Nikki!" Vince shouts pointing at me. 


| jerk and try to get away from their two security guys holding me. "I didn't do this! If it wasn't for me he 
would be fucking dead! Fuck you, you drunk fucks!" 


"What the fuck happen to Nikki?" Tommy suddenly asks looking at everyone with huge eyes. 
"That fuck stabbed him!" Vince slurs. "I came in and he had." 


"Where the fuck is Nikki?" Tommy asks suddenly seeming to panic and isn't listening to Vince ramble on at all. 


No Tommy is looking right to me for answers. 


l'm fucking livid. With a quick jerk | free my arms from their security guys. 


"What the fuck happened?" Tommy is now demanding. 
"What happen?" | sneer. "Exactly what the fuck | said would happen you piece of shit!" 


Tommy rushes to me, grabs my bloody shirt and presses my back into the wall. "What the fuck happen to 
Nikki?" 


| wrangle out of his grasp. "You happened you dumb fuck! You fucking did this to him! Not me! You and your 
fucking games! You and your fucking wife!" 


"Don't talk about my goddamn wife!" he points his finger in my face. 
| don't know what the fuck comes over me but I'm so fucking mad all | can see is red. The color of Nikki's 
blood. Just then Axl, Duff, and Slash appear in the hallway. l'm sure they couldn't help but notice the 


commotion. 


"What the fuck is going on?" Axl shrugs at me seeing that Tommy and | seem to be having a disagreement of 


sorts. 

"He tried to kill Sixx!" Vince of course informs him. 

"Izzy?" Axl actually has the nerve to ask me. 

"Holy shit," Slash suddenly says seeing me covered in blood. "Are you ok? Are you hurt?" 

"Izz where are you bleeding from?" Axl asks eyeing me suspisciously. 

Its not my fucking blood!" | spit staring Tommy's towering figure dead in the eye. "It's his blood," | snarl, 
"Nikki's fucking blood. You could have stopped this from happening if you just fucking listen to me! This shit is 
on youl" Then, somehow | found the energy to throw an upper handed cut right up into Tommy's chin. | lay his 
ass out right there in the hallway. 

Before | know what's happening people are coming at me from all fucking sides. Grabbing, pushing, shoving. | just 


go bezerk | swing and fight like | have never done before in my life. Eventually people are backing the fuck off 


me and looking at me like I'm some bomb about to explode. 
"You better get him the fuck out of here," | hear Mick telling Axl. 
'Izz.1zz," A voice gets through to me. | blink and try to focus. Duff. "Come on lzz, you gotta go." 


My eyes fall on Slash. He too looks terrified of me. A tear manages to roll down my cheek. 


"Izzy!" Duff shakes me. 
| can't move. | can't fucking think | can only drop to my knees and sob into my bloody hands. 


"Come on Iz," | hear another voice say as a hard rests lightly on my shoulder. "Lets get you cleaned up." It's 


Slash. | can only manage to sob even more. 


Tender 


Tender 
Izzy's POV 


| just couldn't fucking take anymore. | couldn't hold my shit together. I've lost control over my body. l'm stuck 
here on my knees crying like a fucking wimp. Naturally eeeeeverybody and their goddamn mama can see. Yeah, 


way to go there lzz. Just fucking fall apart for the whole world to see. 


But then Slash sees and | don't so much give a shit anymore. At least he seems concerned about me. At least 
he's fucking touching me. | think seeing him is what made me just lose it. There he was staring at me all 
worried with all those questions. And there | am covered in blood like some killer. The look in his eyes went 


straight to my heart and tonight this motherfucker is on the fritz. 


Its been an overly..emotional night. And emotion is something | fucking try very hard not to do. But how could | 
not involve any in the last 24 hours? First Nikki is a basket case, crying at my feet and begging me to make 
the pain stop. Then the compassion | had to give him, just to distract him. Then there was the little chat with 
Tommy in the middle of his dinner. Then finding Sixx all fucked up. Dealing with Vince. Fucking Tommy..Man I'm 
fucking spent. This is more caring and fighting and loving and shit than I've done in my whole life. But I'm ready 
for it to stop. It's not going to though. The lid has flown off and the steam is pouring out. 


| feel Duff and Slash carrying me to another room. Mine maybe? | don't even fucking know. It doesn't matter. 
They lay me on the bed and Slash instantly reaches for the two buttons holding my bloody shirt to me. It's 
starting to dry and feel hard. 

"Nikki," | say and look at Duff with pleading eyes. 


He just nods, "Yeah, sure lzz, I'll go to the hospital.” 


| nod in relief as my body starts to tremble. Fuck do | need a fix or am | just a fucking wreck? Slash takes my 
shirt down off my shoulders. 


"Jesus fucking christ there's so much blood," he says softly 

| just nod as tears stream from the edges of my eyes. 

"How'd you get so much of Nikki's blood on you?" He asks as he stares at my bloody shirt now in his hands. 

| can't help but let loose with sobs as the images haunt my head of Nikki lying on that bathroom floor. His skin 


was as white as the bleached out hotel towels. But | know that to Slash it might actually look a little like fowl 


play. Just the same as it had to everyone else. 


‘| didn't hurt him," | shake my head crying. "I'd never hurt Nikki." 
Slash's eyes barely manage to look at mine. "You fell in love with him.huh?" 


‘Its not like that," | shake my head. "Yeah | care. | care maybe more than anyone else right now..but I'm not in 


love with him any more than he is with me." 

Slash shakes his head. "I don't buy that. Nikki has been using you to get back at Tommy. Can't you see that? 
And you just let him. You're always right there, convieniently, every time he's upset. No l'm not buying that lie. 
You can try to sell it to yourself if you want..but | ain't fucking buying it" 

| sit up quickly to plead my case. "H's not like that. H's never been like that." 


"Then what is it? How else do you explain all the times you've been with him?" He asks me softly just staring 


at my shirt. 


"Because he fucking needed someone to understand what he was going through. He was there for me when | 


needed someone! How could | not be there for him too?" 

Slash jumps up. "And why is it you understand fucking Nikki so well?" 

| look up at him trying to disguise the pain in my eyes. But | know there's no way to contain anything right 
now. "Because | know what it's like to be the ‘other’ person. How it feels to just wait for them to come back. 
Trying to fucking numb the pain by any means neccessary. Watching them carry on so fucking easily while you 
die on the inside!" 


Slash looks at me almost as if he's confused. "Izz.what are you saying?" 


Tears stream down my cheeks. Fucking just tell him. Tell him what you were too chicken shit to tell him 


months ago. "| made a mistake." 

"A mistake?" He asks. 

| nod. "Yeah. A big one." 

"What?" He asks with a sigh. 

"| never told you what..what you meant to me." | sniffle and wipe at my tears. 
"What?" he asks sounding choked up. 


"I loved you," | whisper unable to look him in the eye. "I still do." 


"Goddamn you Izzy," | hear him growling, “all this fucking time you let me think we had nothing but fucking sex! 
You let me fucking think | lost you to Nikki?! Damn you! | was fucking in love with you you idiot! Thats what | 
went back to your fucking place for that night! To tell you | loved youl But you were already fucking Sixx!" 


“Slash I'm so fucking sorry," Is all | know to say to him. 


The Verge 


The Verge 
Nikki's POV 


l'm cold. Colder than | can ever recall being. Not even when | slept on the fucking streets had | been this cold. 
Guess it's loosing so much blood that makes me feel like I'm freezing. As | lay there waiting for my own death 
| have the hazy image of someone wrapping a belt around my arm. Is it real? It's gotta be real, its Izzy. But 

after that | don't remember much. Yelling. lights in my eyes. Beeping sounds. 


Eventually | get that | must be at a hospital sounds. that people are trying to save me. But | don't wish to be 
saved. Why the fuck would | want to prolong my suffering? | try to tell them to stop. To just leave me be and 
let me go. I'm right there! Almost fucking there. Please let me go. 


In fact, the want for fleeing has never been more great. I'm ready. | want to go. But | can't tell them. | can't 
slap them away. | can't refuse treatment. | can't tell them to fuck off. But | want them gone! Please stop 


savi ng me. 


| guess they start shoving somebody elses blood in me. Because | start to come around more. | open my eyes 
and can see a tube coming out of my arm. The line is almost black with blood going into me. | try to reach it 
with my hand but am unable. So | grab it with my teeth and jerk it from my arms. Blood flies everywhere and 


all the bitches in the room come running. 

| thrash, but | know l'm not putting up much of a fight. They struggle and pin me down. They bind my wrists 
and chest and ankles. No | have no choice except to subject to their heroism. Fuck Izzy, why'd you make me 
stay? | was ready to go. Why couldn't you just let me go? 

Why does everyone insist that | fucking stay. I'm done. I'm fucking done! | don't want to see anymore of what's 
in store for me. | just want the shit to stop. The only fucking way is if they let me die. But no one will fucking 
let me. 

When | finally come to with my head unclouded | can see Tommy sitting at the side of my bed. He's nervously 
chewing his fingernails and staring at the floor. He's worried. | can tell. And | know it's me he's worried about. 
His eyes fall on my parted slits taking him in 

"Nikki.you're awake." 


| draw in my breath as he leans over me and hugs me 


"Don't you ever try to fucking leave me again," | can see him crying when he pulls away to look at me. 


| know l'm supposed to cry too. But | fucking can't. 

"Baby I'd die without you," Tommy rambles on. 

| hear him. Believe me | do. But nothing has changed. Everything is just as it was. I'm still no closer to having 
him as mine and mine alone. My actions haven't brought us closer together. Nothing is any different than it 
was yesterday. 


| part my lips to speak. My throat feels as dry as line dried clothes. "Izzy." 


Tommy looks at me strangely for a moment. "Izzy? Fucking Izzy? Really?!" He shouts and | can see how pissed 


off he is. But you know what.| don't give a fuck. 
| want Izzy," | say again affirming that I'm of my right mind. Yeah, | wanted Izzy here. | needed to see him. 
There were things | wanted to ask him. Things | wanted to tell him. It's almost eerie how much | don't want to 


see Tommy right now. 


"| don't believe this shit Nikkil You try to off yourself to get my fucking attention.now you don't want to 


fucking see me?!" 
Tommy's getting enraged. Again, | just don't give a flying fuck. 
"Yeah that's right. Now go get me Izzy." | nod. 


Tommy looks about ready to fucking explode. "Go find him your fucking selfl" He hisses just before he storms 


out of my room. 


| sigh and it feels like a weight is lifted from me when | do. | feel better. Are they giving me drugs? | look up 
to the IV in wonder. Curious how good | actually feel. Liberated. Independant. Proud. Free. 


| feel like maybe | can walk out of this hospital and actually have a chance. Like a new beginning or a second 


chance. Wow | hadn't expected to feel this goodBut somehow | do. 


Unspoken 
Unspoken 
Slash's POV 


l'm completely shocked at Izzy's words. He loved me. All this time he fucking loved me. Not Sixx. Me. As soon 


as the shock fucking wears off | may fucking kill him though. 


"Slash, I'm so fucking sorry," he pleads at me with big wet eyes. I've never seen him like this before. Never 


this fucking open. 
| glance down at his bloody shirt still in my hands. "We should probably clean you up." 
Izzy reaches for me just as | quickly get up. "Slash..." 


"Yeah?" | ask and turn to look at him. 


He gets up off the bed like a timid animal and slowly crosses over to me. The expression on his face seems so 


occupied with worry and doubt. Even fear. He approaches me and looks down. 


“Slash..| would give anything for a second chance with you.” His voice is so soft. His tone so unsure of what | 


will say. 

| think long and hard. There was probably nothing | could think of that | wanted more. | place my hand on the 
back of his neck and pull his lips to mine. | can feel them quiver as he tries not to cry. | feel his arms wrap 
me up like he never plans to let me go. 

| withdraw my lips and our eyes meet. "I love you Izzy." 

"| promise I'll make it all up to you," he nods. 

| nod back. "Damn right you are. Every day for the rest of your fucking life.” 


He smiles as a rogue tear falls. "I will. | fucking swear it." 


| reach up and wipe away the tear with my thumb. He's so beautiful when he cries. "Now can we please rid 


you of Nikki's blood?" | ask. | can see the life drain from Izzy's face when | say Nikki's name. 


"l.l have to go to the hospital," he says softly as he begins pacing in front of me. He looks so nervous and 


confused. 


"I know," | nod understandingly. | get it now. | get what Izzy feels for Sixx. It's true friendship. Izzy has no 
agenda to try to be with Nikki. He loves me. His love for Nikki isn't the same. Just as deep maybe, but not the 
same. And | really do fucking get it. 

"You're not mad?" He asks me as his eyes scan my face in wonder. 

"No," | shake my head. "Nikki needs you. But we really need to clean you up first” 

Izzy looks to his blood stained hands and nods. Before this moment he's probably been too distracted to even 
acknowledge how bloody he was. | wrap my arms around him and touch our foreheads together. "Don't worry 
Izz.Nikki's gonna be just fine." 

Izzy closes his eyes and sighs. "I'm afraid it won't be so simple." He tells me. "Nikki is seeing that Tommy is 
becoming more and more the husband every day.| think he wants to just end it. | think he regrets loving 
Tommy. | don't know how he's gonna feel when he wakes up. But.its not going to be over yet" 


"What do you mean?" | ask 


"Nikki doesn't let anything go that easily. l'm afraid for the events that might follow whatever decision he 


makes." 

"You think he might try to kill himself again?" 

Izzy slightly nods. "Nikki never knows when to stop’ 
"Well. maybe this will all make Tommy come around" 


Izzy huffs, "Do you know how fucking slow he is? | don't know how he has the brains enough to be a fucking 


drummer." 
| can't help but slightly chuckle. 
"No. I'm serious," Izzy adds stopping my laughter. 


"He'll be ok Izz. He has us to keep an eye on him. Just like we did when Tommy was on his honeymoon. Don't 


worry. Everything will be fine." 


Left Field 


Left Field 

Izzy's POV 

As Slash and | arrived at the hospital we were met by Tommy storming out. 
"Wait, Tommy, how's Nikki?" Slash asked stopping him. 


His eyes cut over at me. "Looks like he's all yours now zz," Then he continues and leaves without even a 


second glance. 
"What do you think that was about?" Slash shrugs at me. 
While | have an idea | don't say anything. We run into Duff in a hallway upstairs. 


"Hey Man," he sighs in relief. "Sixx has been abusing the hospital staff and shit. He's demanding to see you. 
Just you." 


| nod and look at Slash for confirmation before | take one step farther. | just got him back and I'd be damned if 


| lost him again. 

"Go," he nods. 

And | let my feet carry me to a room | hear a commotion happening in. 

"Take off these fucking restraints!" | can hear Nikki growling. 

| push the door open and can see Nikki in the bed thrashing about and pulling at these restraints holding him to 
the bed. His head contorts and sees me standing timidly in the door. A calm sweeps his face and he stops 
struggling. | give a weak smile and walk further into the room. Nikki's face goes from peaceful back to enraged 
again as he seems to cringe with each step | get closer to him. 

"See you're feeling better," | try to lightly huff in a joke. 

Nikki's eyes narrow at me. "What the fuck were you thinking Izzy?" He asks me in a low tone. 


| shrug. "What do you mean?" 


| was right there.rright fucking there..and you took it from me." His eyes are fucking cold. Lifeless. Empty. 


My brows furrow not really sure if | understand him or not. Was he fucking mad at me for saving his life. 


"It was my fucking choice and you came in and took it away from me. Did | fucking ever ask you to do 


that?"He questions me seeming so fucking disappointed in me. 


Uh, yeah, appears he is mad at me for that. "I couldn't just let you die," | sigh and stare down at the floor. "| 
couldn't watch it." 


"| don't recall asking you too." He is still glaring at me. "You were supposed to be gone! Why the fuck did you 


have to come back?" He yells at me. 

My eyes drift up to his. "Because | was worried about you." | answer. 

"Yeah right," he softly sighs rolling his eyes. "Worried about this coat tail you've been riding on!" 

My brows furrow farther still. "| never asked you for shit," and | wonder where this shit is even coming from. 
"Didn't you?" He questions me. "Can you get us straight? | don't want to hurt anymore. Make it stop," he 
mocks me in a condescending tone. He is at his finest right now. Typical fucking Nikki when he feels the world 


has done him an injustice. 


"Yeah well the second | came in that bathroom and found you in that shape..well thats when the choice is no 
longer yours Nikki. Thats when you made it mine. And | chose not to watch you fucking die." 


"Why?" he almost whispers. 
| part my lips and look at the confusion and rage and pain on his face. “Because | care whether you die or not, 
even if you can't. You think | want to watch you bleed to death right in front of me? Think | want to live with 


that shit Sixx? | couldn't. | can't and | don't wanna die..so.." 


| can hear Nikki drawing in a broken breath, sounding as if he may cry. | could see him fight it off however. 


"So | have to stay just because you cant let me go?" 
"You should stay because you want to." 
"I thought we had established that | didn't," he says giving me an icy stare and that demonic smirk of his. 


| look at him and it fucking hurts me to hear him say this shit. | reach my hand out to move the hair from 


his eyes. He jerks and hisses almost like a snake at my advance. 


"Don't fucking touch me. Never ever again," he says looking to me with all the sincerity | have ever seen him 


display. 


"Nikki don't do this. Don't push away the last fucking person who gives a shit if you die or not. I'm not lettin 
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you get rid of me that easily Sixx," | shake my head. "I get what you're doing. Tying up loose ends. Making sure 
you don't have any fucking regrets. just so you can fucking leave all of us with the fucking regret. No. Fuck 
you, you ain't putting that shit on me you fuck! I'm not fucking Tommy! Do you hear me?" | grab his chin and 
he just sinks into the bed "Do you fucking hear me Nikki? I'm not Tommy!" 
y g y 


Front Row Seat 


Front Row Seat 
Slash's POV 


Shit was strange once they released Nikki from the hospital. The head shrinks were trying to keep him and 
diagnose and medicate him, but he wasn't having it. He got Electra lawyers to get him released. And you better 
believe that everyone was converted into babysitters from that point on Motley mandated law. Protect the 


cash cow. 


Nikki was dangerously out of fucking control. He was basically hanging from the ceilings and shit. He was so 
coked out you couldn't tell how smacked out he was too. l'm sure if he was given any privacy whatsoever he 
would just go ahead and take that final load. But Izzy most of all wasn't letting Nikki alone long enough for all 
that. 


It seems as if poor Izzy was constantly having sharp objects removed. He was doing his absolute best to keep 
Nikki from hurting himself. But it was really fucking hard on Izzy. Nikki had lashed out at him and treated him 
like a prisoner of war. His war. Nikki wasn't letting anyone get close to him at all. Not Tommy and not Izzy. He 
pushed them aside as if they were strangers. He buried his head in sand where no one could get in it. 


These days when | see Sixx | don't even see Sixx anymore. He barely even looked like himself. He hadn't done his 
hair in weeks. The makeup he wore ran as though it had been on just as long. The same clothes hung to him 
with this repelling odor. He just ceased to fucking care. He wasn't even concerned with sex when pussy was 


thrown at him constantly. 


It was just a short amount of time before Guns was through with their leg of the tour. We were put on a 
plane and sent back to LA. That was about when Izzy stopped sleeping. Even with all the drugs he couldn't. All 
he could do was worry about Nikki. It was hard on me too sometimes. | hated seeing Izzy in pain. But | hated 
even more the hold Nikki had over him. Over everyone. Some days | wished he would just go ahead and do it so 
we could all get on with our lives. But the fucker had what it took to stay alive and keep everyone waiting in 
limbo. 


The news came one day that Nikki had been arrested in Japan. Apparently he and Tommy had been drinking 
heavily and had made a scene on a bullet train. Apparently Nikki threw a bottle and it hit some poor Asian 
fucker in the dome. Izzy and | couldn't help but think that maybe Tommy and Nikki had patched things up. They 
had even been spotted getting tattooed together. Izzy slept after that. | guess he felt better in knowing 
Tommy was there to keep an eye on Nikki. Maybe with us gone Nikki had done an about face. 


But still | knew Nikki never left Izzy's mind He was even there in our most passionate moments. Just this dull 
distance that never left Izzy's eyes. But he told me he loved me daily. He was living up to his promise. Things 


were perfect between us. | never knew they could be. Despite Nikki's powerful hold on Izzy, he still managed to 


remind me or show me how much | meant every day. We were disgusting our band mates with our love. It 


was fucking great. 


By the time Christmas time came the dust had settled. Or so | thought. We got word that Nikki was staying in 
Japan while the rest of Crue came state side. No one wanted Nikki to stay. They all knew it would be the end. 
Their manager Doc stayed behind with Nikki to keep an eye on him. Izzy knew in his gut that Nikki never 


planned to return from Japan. 


But on December 23rd | got a phone call. Sixx invited me out to the cat house with friends. He told me to 
come without Izzy. Izzy wasn't happy about that and it took a hell of a lot for him to let me go. But | did. 


Nikki looked like walking death. He couldn't even hold his eyes open. He had showered however. | could smell the 
soap on him still as strippers ground in our laps. Still it didn't do much to make him look any better. He was so 
skinny you could see his jaw bones. His skin looked almost transparent with this yellow shine. His hair was so 
dull it didn't capture one ray of light. It didn't take rocket science to see what kind of a bender he had had 


himself on. 


All in all it was a normal night with Sixx. We came back to Franklin Plaza and hung out. | drank so much Jack | 
passed the fuck out. | don't know what went down after that but when | woke up Stevie was dragging Sixx into 
the shower. Oh fuck! 


American Zero 


American Zero 

Slash's POV 

Izzy was gonna fucking kill me. The second | passed out Nikki shot up too much dope. Now he's fucking blue and 
not breathing. We tried every fucking thing to revive him. Nothing fucking worked. Just as he was being loaded 
into an ambulance | saw him being covered with a sheet. Nikki was fucking dead. How the fuck was | supposed 


to tell Izzy? 


When | went back to Izzy's place he answered the door. He could take one look at me and tell something was 


wrong. 
"What's wrong?" He asks me and | can see his knuckles turning white holding the door Fear is sweeping his face 
because he knows l'm holding on to some horrible piece of news. He has always been able to read people too 
damn well. 


| have no fucking clue how to tell him this shit. | sigh and look down shaking my head. "He's gone." 


| look up at Izzy who is studying me closely trying to figure out the meaning of those two words. | can see the 
furrowing of his brows over eyes that are filling with tears. "No," he softly shakes his head. 


‘Izzy, I'm sorry," | say and reach in to take him in my arms. 
"No!" He yells as he shoves me. "You were supposed to look out for him! Why didn't you look out for him?!" 
'Izz.] passed out. I'm sorry," | try to explain but Izzy just ain't hearing it. | guess | can't really blame him. 


"You passed the fuck out?! How fucking stupid and irrasponsible are you? Fuck! You're worse than Tommy! You 


let Nikki die!" 


"Baby I'm sorry but fuck.if the guy wanted to die what the fuck could anybody really do? Its not my fault Iz. 


Please fucking see that," | say as | try in vain again to take him into my arms. 
"How'd he do it?" Izzy questions me with pleading and tears. 
"Overdose," | sigh. 


Izzy growls and turns to punch the wall. Blood sprays from his hand as he does. "Goddamnit Nikki! No!" He cries 
as he leans into the wall giving it all the love | was trying to give him. He wouldn't accept it from me though. 


"Baby I'm so sorry." 


"Oh the fuck you are! You're fucking relieved! Look at you! All you're thinking about is how it's finally over and 


| won't have to think about him anymore!" He yells at me. 


Our thoughts are distracted by a car screeching to a halt in the driveway. A tall dark lanky figure exits the 
vehicle and comes straight for me. "What the fuck happen to Nikki?" A shakey voice asks. H's Tommy. 


"He..he's gone," | meekly say. 
Tommy grabs me by my shirt and slings me into Izzy's wall. "Why the fuck didn't you stop him?!" 


"Man it ain't my fault. |.| passed out. When | came to Steven was trying to get him in the shower. He was 
already fucking blue. We did all we knew to do for him man.l'm fucking sorry." 


Rage fills Tommy's eyes as he grabs me again and slings me into the opposite wall. When | open my eyes 
Tommy is on all four sobbing loudly. Izzy is still paralyzed against the wall with tears still forming in his eyes. 
Yeah, | feel like the biggest piece of shit in the room right now. Everybody fucking hates me right now. Just as 
soon as word gets out | was with Sixx tonight the whole fucking world was going to hate me. Tommy hated me. 


| could see that even lzzy wanted to hate me. 


Fuck you Sixx. Even in goddamn death you're in control of the entire fucking universe! 


Nine Lives 
Nine Lives 
Izzy's POV 


| just sat on my bed and stared at my feet. Slash kept trying to get me to talk about my feelings and shit..but 
| just can't. Right now | wish | didn't even have to look at Slash, much less talk to him. 


| knew | should have never let Slash leave without me. If | would have just gone anyway..maybe Nikki would still 
be here. Maybe | wouldn't feel so guilty and to blame. | knew Nikki would try again. | knew it. But | fucking did 
nothing. Not a goddamn thing. 

The tears in my eyes would come and go from me. Just like the pictures of Nikki in my head with that devious 
smirk plastered to his face. How would this world be the same without that smirk? How could my world ever 
be the same without it? Without him? 

Knock Knock 


| glance toward my front door. | can't help but wonder if Slash has lost his key already. | wish he would just go 


and leave me alone. I'm not in the mood to be around anyone. | plan to tell him this when | open the door. 
With my lips pursed and ready to strike him like a snake | see him standing there. His hair is dripping wet with 
sweat. He's got his arms wrapped around himself to try to hide how badly he's shaking. His dull black hair and 


his white pale skin seem to carry a hint of blue from the dusk like atmosphere. 


What the fuck? Nikki's ghost is standing in my front door. How the fuck can this be? | don't even fucking 
believe in ghosts. But then the ghost looks at me and parts his lips to speak. 


"| need to get straight," he says as he zips past me. 


| draw in a shocked breath through a gaping jaw. The ghost of Nikki Sixx just bust right into my house. And it 
wants to get high. Well.that part actually makes sense. 


"Why the fuck are you looking at me like that?" He snaps and starts to chew at his thumbnail. 
It's ok Izz.just talk to Nikki's ghost. "You get dope sick after you die?" | feel kind of stupid for even speaking. 
Nikki huffs and glances away from me. "Yeah, apparently. You got a smoke?" He asks me. 


"Yeah, sure." This is so not going to work. When he reaches for a cigarette his ghostly hand is going to just go 
through the entire pack. Fuck why am | talking to a ghost. A sane person would fucking run, right? | extend the 


pack out to it 

"Thanks," he sighs and pulls one cigarette from the pack by it's filter. 

"Wow.how'd you do that?" | can't help but ask in amazement. 

He places the cigarette in his mouth and looks at me impatiently. "Can | get a fucking light please?" 


| nod and grab my lighter. Sure. I'll be a friendly guy and light the ghost's cigarette. Good to know people after 


you die | suppose. Hope | can find somebody to give me a smoke when my time comes. 


"What the fuck is your problem Izzy?" He asks seeming short and frustrated. "You're standing there like you've 
seen a fucking ghost." 


| can't help but bust out laughing at this point. "You said it man" 

"What?!" he snaps. 

'N.nothing" | wipe the grin off my face and watch as he smokes the cigarette. He looks so real 
"So you holding or what?" he finally asks as he exhales. 


"Uh..yeah..but | don't have much. | mean if you were alive and all | could maybe see.but | don't have smack to 
waste on ghosts and shit." 


His eyes narrow at me. "Izzy what the fuck are you talking about?" 
"You know..about the fact that you're fucking dead." 


He smirks dryly, "Oh yeah, ha ha so funny. | forgot. I'm dead" Then the ghost reaches out and smacks me 
right across the face. "Am | still dead fucker?" 


Survivor 

Survivor 

Nikki's POV 

Ok So | guess I'm hard to kill. I'm like crabs. When the nukes come the only thing that will survive is me and 
cockroaches. Typical. | guess even death is too fucking good for me. So what the fuck do | do now since l'm 
apparently immortal like a vampire? Fuck me if | know. | just know | need to get high. 

Finally | get why Izzy has been staring at me like I'm a ghost. He does think I'm a fucking ghost. Apparently it 
had gotten out that | died. This is true from what the hospital tells me. | was already pronounced dead. Just 
another junkie casualty. 

And | saw it all. | saw the paramedics cover me with a sheet. But | can tell you every detail of the hotel 
hallway as they took me to the ambulance. How'd | see that? | shouldn't have seen that. But | also saw the limo 
we had been in tonight. | see fans standing around crying. 

Luckily, | guess, fans plead for my life. They begged the paramedics to please try. So they shove a needle of 
adrenaline straight into my heart. Nothing. But with a second needle to the heart it felt like something just 
jerked me by the foot back into my body and my eyes open All | saw was the two needles sticking out of my 
chest before everything went black. 

"Nikki." Izzy looks at me with a hand to his cheek, "Darlin! where you been?" 

‘Out of dope," | reply and drag from the cigarette in my hand. 


"Slash said you were dead. He saw them cover your body." He looks like he still wants to somehow believe l'm a 


ghost. 

| sigh, "| was..technically.they revived me in the ambulance." 

"Fucking how?" Izzy asks me in sheer amazement. 

"Adrenaline," | shrug. "You gonna help me get straight or what 122?" 

"You think its wise for you to be shooting up?" 

| cut my eyes over at him. "Oh for fuck sake are you gonna fucking help me or what?" 


He just nods and hesitates before he disappears and returns with an already cooked up shot. That's my Izzy. | 
smile and take it with a sigh of relief. 


"You need help?" he asks. 

A memory comes back to me of that night at Franklin Plaza. | was too fucked up to get myself off. | had 
needed someone with a steadier hand. So someone else cooked the shot and fix me. Guess they figured with me 
being a rock star | could handle a lot. | probably could have if | hadn't just got back from Japan 

"Yeah," | nod and steady my arm for Izzy to get me off. 

"You sure about this Sixx? You just died man" 

| just nod as | watch the tip of the needle disappear under my skin. No this probably wasn't the best thing for 
me to be doing right now. But fuck it right, It's not like | can die. Then Izzy unleashes heaven inside of me. A 
moan escapes me. I'd smile if | could. | open my eyes and see Izzy studying me with a cautious stare. 

"Were you worried about me |zz?" | ask him. 

| see a tear roll down his cheek as he looks down nodding. "I thought you were dead." 

"Why are you crying?" | softly ask as | brush away a tear. 

"Because | thought you were fucking dead" 


"No such luck," the lazy words trickle from my lips. 


lzzy looks at me, "Don't say that shit. | can't go through what | have with this shit a second time." He looks 


back down. "| don't wanna loose you Nikki.” 

"You dont want to lose me?" | ask. Peculiar. 

"No," he shakes his head. 

| cock an eyebrow at him. "Whats the matter sweetheart? Been missing this dick?" 
Izzy rolls his eyes with a smile. "No." 

"No?" | ask with a smirk. 

"No," Izzy smiles. 


| grab his hand and place it over my dick. "You going to say no..really?" 


How Do | Refuse 


How Can | Refuse 

Izzy's POV 

Nikki is fresh out of the hospital from a case of death and is already smacked out and hitting on me. And his 
dick is getting harder by the second. You just have to love the damn bastard. But wait! My mind drifts off to 
Slash. There is no fucking way in hell | can sleep with Nikki. 


"Sixx," | stammer and politely remove my hand from his cock, "A lots happened since..well, since you died and 


came back." 

He looks at me strangely, "What? You go straight or something?" 

| look down with a soft smile shaking my head. 

"Well.what?" he shrugs at me. 

"Slash and |..we worked things out" | can't help but let a little reminiscent smile come to my face. 

| can hear Nikki huff, "Well | guess my death wasn't completely in vain, huh?" He rises to his feet and fumbles 
nervously with his fingers. He stands at my window looking out! can see his breathing uneven, as if he's 
fighting off tears or something. 

"Nikki." | start. 

"You still love him?" He cuts me off. | can't really read his words and he's hiding his expression from me. 
"Yeah, of course,” | answer. "What about you and Tommy?" 

"Same old same old," | hear him softly reply. 


"You're not..not giving up on him are you?" | skeptically ask. 


Nikki turns to look at me with a pain filled smile lightly cast on his lips. "Yeah well he's there when the bus 


wheels are spinning..so.must be love, right?" 


His tone carry's a chilling melancholy with it. The exasperated tone of a man defeated. Gave up. "Isn't it?" | ask 
trying to see through his hair to his eyes. | know he won't let me see them right now. Nikki's got his walls up 
around me all of the sudden. 


| can see his head softly shaking, "I dont know what to call it anymore |zz." He sighs and wraps his arms 


around himself again. "You know..maybe I'm getting exactly what | deserve." 
| shake my head. "Nikki.even you deserve to be truly happy." 


"Do | really?" He asks. "Seems like everyone always turns a back on me in the end Just a matter of time 


before it's Tommy's back I'm staring at.” 

| haven't turned my back on you. | never will," | try to soothe him. 

"You know what | wanted the moment | came to in that hospital?" He asks me. 

"What?" | ask, "A fix?" 

He looks up at but all | can see is his mouth. His lips part to say just one word. Just one. But one that packs a 
huge punch. One that alters lives. One that is pounding in my head like a bass drum. One tiny little word that 
may very well be my ruin My undoing. 

"You." 

My mouth drops and | have no fucking clue what to say next. Nikki is so fucking fragile right now. If | turn him 
away he's going to go all psychotic on himself again. What the fuck do | do? What can | say to that? | can't 
fucking hurt him. | can't smash his hopes. At the same time | can't do anything to fuck up what Slash and | 
have managed to salvage from our broken relationship. Jesus Fucking Christ. 

"Me?" | choke out from my now dry throat sounding more like a fucking parrot than me. 

Nikki's glance falls back to the floor. "You have no clue how long you've kept me going Izzy..since Tommy's 
wedding. Fuck. It was even you who opened my eyes to the joys of same sex sex. | would have never allowed 
Tommy to." His words just cut off. There's a long silence. "Its ok.you probably should stay as far away from 
me as possible. l'm nothing but a fucking mess anyway." 


"That's not true," | shake my head, "You've just hit a rough patch is all" 


"A rough patch? No, I'm afraid my whole life has been one of those. This is a horse of another color here." 


Alone 


Alone 
Nikki's POV 


Nothing in my life is ever what | make it out to be. Never the way | see it. | thought that me and Tommy had 
that shit fairy tales were made of. Boy was | fucking off on that oneOur relationship is actually the thing 
Shakespereian Tragedies is made of. The kind where someone most certainly dies. Looks like I'm probably the 


fucker that drew the shortest straw on that one. 


Over time | had even come to realize that | had some major feelings for Izzy. Feelings that somehow had began 
overshadowing Tommy. Dare | name what they are? | guess it doesn't even matter now. Izzy's in love with 
Slash. Just another scenario in which | fouled up the details. | guess | just purposely misconstrue shit for my 


own liking. 


| was fucking stupid to think Izzy was falling for me. He wasn't. He was probably just trying to keep me alive 
because his band was actually being payed to play for a change. They couldn't very well do that if | had an 
untimely demise. But fuck, | was so sure | had called that one right. It really seemed like something was there 
for him. 


Izzy is so completely different from Tommy. For one he's way smarter. Izzy acts like he really understands 
me. Tommy | don't think is even capable. But somehow Izzy seems to be able to read my mind. And | was 


thinking | was reading his too. Fuck. Wrong again Sixx. But then, | guess | usually am wrong. 


I'm not going to lie and say there is no painful sting from the rejection There is. It fucking hurts. Izzy was the 
last fucker left who actually seemed to give a fuck if | liver or died. Had | really read so much into the shit? 
Surely | wasn't making it ALL up. 


No. | couldn't have been | saw the tears in his eyes. Genuine tears. | had fucking wiped one away myself. He 
seemed so relieved to find out | wasn't dead. He just isn't THAT relieved. Not relieved enough to hear me tell 
him how he was the only thing | could think about when | had come to. 


He's looking at me right now like he's never been more confused in his goddamn life. | should have just kept my 
fucking mouth shut. | should have already known that no one would ever be capable of loving me fully. l'm 


unlovable. I'm the soul of man's hate. The harbor for all the fucking pain. No. Love doesn't live here. 
| should just go. | should just go back to my trashed house and just hide in my fucking closet. It's safe there. 
Maybe | can shove enough shit into my system to bring the Mexicans out. At least then | wouldn't feel like | 


was all alone. But deep down, l'm starting to see that | will forever be alone. 


"L.l should go," | say nervously, not even able to look at Izzy. Right now it fucking stings too much to look into 


his warm eyes. Eyes that | swore cared. 


"Go? You dont have to leave Sixx," he says trying to stall me. | know he thinks | might leave and try to kil 
myself again. Would |? | honestly can't answer. 


"No. do. | have band mates to call. They all think | fucking died too..time to face the music | guess. Maybe take 


in a little ranting," | shrug, my eyes still planted on Izzy's floor and refusing to move. 

His voice comes out soft as he takes a step closer to me standing there. "Please don't go Nikki.” 

| shake my head as my eyes do their best to avoid his face, "| don't belong here Izz" 

| can feel him gently taking my hand in his. "Please don't go," he whispers. 

| will my eyes up to meet with his. His curious expression can't help but spark my curiousity too. | honestly 


haven't got a single clue as to what he might be thinking at this moment. But then again, if | did surmise | 
would probably just get it all fucking wrong. Just the same way that | got every fucking thing wrong. 


Giving In 
Giving In 
Izzy's POV 


| just couldn't let him go. | couldn't let him just get up and walk out. | was afraid of where he would go. 
Terrified of what he might do. Nikki is the kind of fucking guy that gets an idea stuck in his head. Once it's 
there, he will do whatever has to be done. | knew he wouldn't stop. Not until he was physically incapable. | 


couldn't fucking let him go. | don't want him to go. | too afraid this will be the last time | ever see him alive. 


My hands glide down his arms. The look on his face appeared to be waiting. Maybe some hesitation and 
restraint. "| don't want you to go," | shake my head. 


His eyes flutter at me before they drift away. "It's better if | go." His voice seems to shake as badly as he 


does. He sounds so defenceless. 
| lift his chin to look at me. "Its not better for me." 


His eyes look longingly at my lips but he doesn't move an inch. | can see how badly he wants to kiss me. | can 
feel him shaking. "Just let me go Izzy." 


A tear rolls down my cheek. "I can't" And | couldn't. | had no clue how to let him go. In spite of what Slash and 
| have, Nikki is still a part of me. 


Nikki looks so confused. He's shaking like he needs a hit, but | know he doesn't. "You don't know what your doing." 
And his eyes seem to beg that | do. 


| nod. "Yeah | do." | pull his lips to mine and kiss him like I've never kissed another. 


His arms wrap around me as moan of relief is made in his throat. He's holding on to me so tightly | can barely 
breathe. My hair is clenched in his fists in an at yet to pull me even closer to him. | can hear his breath 


starting to race. My own is as well. His lips are so hard in one. Bruising seen as almost imminent. 


He withdraws his lips and looks at me. His expression is screaming that he is terrified. Terrified | didn't feel the 
same way as him. Afraid that maybe my only reason for doing this was because | was scared of him leaving 


and doing something stupid. And he wouldn't be wrong. Not entirely. 


At the same time, | just can't let him go. Sixx was a part of me. A part | couldn't bear losing. A part that | 
loved. A part that | needed. | honestly couldn't see how | could not need him. | couldn't see how to live without 


him. And | didn't want to. 


Its not love, | try to convince myself. It's not like what Slash and | have. Nothing like it. I's different. It's.lts 
deeper. Far more undeniable. | managed to not have Slash in my life for months. There was no way in hell | 
could ever go that long without Nikki. | needed him. | needed him just as much as he needed me. 

"Stay with me tonight," | whisper and lightly nip the corner of my bottom lip. 

Nikki looks at me panting. "You don't know what you're asking," his voice literally pleads. 


"Yes | do," | nodded and run my hand down the front of his pants. "I'm saying | can't let you go." 


A tear rolls down his cheek as he looks at me. "I don't want to wake up alone anymore. | can't. I'm sick of 


playing games and ending up alone and fucking hurting. | can't take anymore pain Izzy. | cant" 

| nodded and pull a tender smile toy lips. "Then stay." 

"But Slash," he utters. 

"He's not coming back tonight." 

| know my decision is a mistake before | ever even make it. | know it's wrong. | know how wrong | am for doing 


this to Slash. | love Slash, God knows | do..but in this moment | realize something. | love Nikki too. | always had. | 


always would. 


The 180 


The 180 
Nikki's POV 


My eyes frantically search for answers hidden in Izzy's eyes. | see only a brown and amber rim around black. | 
can see nothing. But he's showing me how he feels, Right? He's not just saying this because it's what | want, is 
he? He's aware it's him | want, right? Surely in doing this he gets that for me it's basically hooking up, right? 
He denounces Slash and | cut Tommy loose, right? He get's that, doesn't he? He get's that | can't go on another 
day trying to ignore what | feel for him, right? 


| jerk my lips away from his. "Izzy..do you know what you're saying? | mean you say a lot of shit. You just told 
me you and Slash worked things out. | try to excuse myself and you do this IBO on me..Why the sudden change 


in heart?" 


Izzy looks right at me with his black eyes, “Because | can't loose you and | can't let you go. Nikki..l fucking love 
you." 


"But why just now?" | skeptically raise an eyebrow. 


"Because | didn't fucking get it until you tried to walk out that door. | can lose Slash, I've done that once 
before..but you Nikki..| can't fucking lose you. | won't lose you." His voice is adamant about what he says but | 


remain skeptical, 

Oh god | fucking loved him. Izzy had become everything to me without me even fishing for it. He was always 
right under my nose but | fought it. | lied to myself that Tommy was everything when in fact, he's nothing. 
Izzy gets me in a way | sometimes don't even get. | can't sell a fairy tale to him the way | can Tommy. Izzy 
sees through the bullshit that blinds Tommy. And Izzy's been there for me when no one else was. He's been 
like my guardian Angel. It's got to be real, right? 

"You have to stay," Izzy says as he kisses his way up my neck 

How could | fucking argue with that? | jerk at his pants. 


He smiles softly, "Take it easy darlin’, we have no time limit.” 


| look at the smile on his face and realize he's right. There's no need to rush this. There's no need to let it be 
a race to the finish. | should enjoy the things | want. Especially when | get them. 


That night | saw a side to Izzy | had never seen before. A side that only confirmed the truth to his words. 


Izzy did more than just make love to me. Izzy made me really feel it. Not even Tommy had made me feel this 


way. Just Izzy. So this is love? 


| watch Izzy watching me. His gaze always seems to be searching me for signs of rejection, readying himself to 
obliterate them. Every movement of his body, every caress of his hands, all perfectly calculated to deliver me 


into submission. Locked under a gypsy's spell. | was was his there in that moment. 


Then afterwards | watched as he fell asleep next to me in his bed. He looked so peaceful. Peaceful the way | 


longed to be. | guess I'm glad | make him feel this way, but it doesn't make my next decision any easier. 


| can't stay. As much as | want to, | can't. There's something broken inside of me. Until | fix it I'll never bring 
another person any joy. If | stayed | would hurt the most precious thing to me. | couldn't hurt him with the 
reality that is me. | couldn't drag him into my world and change him. He was perfect just the way he was. | 

couldn't change that. Izzy deserved far better than me. 


| carefully get up and quietly get dressed. l'm leaving him because | do fucking love him. Ok, be fucking clear on 
that. | fucking love him so much that | can't let him see all those broken and mangled things inside me. | can't 
let him find out what a lost cause | actually am. | can't let him in my heart becouse it will only cause me to 


be jealous and controlling. 


| stand there and watch him sleep for a long while. | question myself and rethink my decision at least a dozen 
times. In the end | always end up at the same answer. I'm no good for Izzy. He should just forget me. A tear 


rolls off my cheek as | lightly shut his door behind me. 


Why 
Why 
Izzy's POV 


| felt light a weight had just cascaded from my shoulders. The kind of weight you never really realize is there 
until it has gone. But it was gone. It was gone and | felt at peace. | felt whole for the first time in my life. 
Everything was right here. This is my future. My happiness. Nikki. It wouldn't be happening without him. 


All this time | had been so blind. | thought that by ignoring love | was somehow protecting myself. But that's 
just not how it works. That same love | denied had turned on me and was slowly burying me alive. Sucking my 
life out because | dare to refuse it. 


Thinking | had lost Nikki made me realize how important he was to me. | guess that week after Tommy's 
wedding was when | started to see that side of Sixx he kept hidden so well. | saw how exposed his feeling were. 
| must admit | was surprised to find that he had any. But he did | saw the anguish. | saw the pride. | saw it all. 


| know now that | fell for him right then and there. The only problem was, he wasn't mine. 


| soon found that when | was with him | would pretend that he was mine. | would block out Tommy and Slash 
all together. | was only concerned with Nikki. | just wanted him to not hurt. And in his lack of pain | would find 


solace. | like feeling like I'm needed. And no one has ever needed me the way Nikki does. 


| wasn't banking on him telling me that he loved me. But he had. He loved me. | never knew how badly | had 
wanted that until he said the words. And once he did, my life just can't go back to how it had been. And | didn't 
want it to. 


Slumber came all too easily for me that night, exhausted and in Nikki's arms. | felt like that was the only place 
| belonged. It sure as fuck was the only place | wanted to be. Forever. | never slept as peacefully as | did this 


night. 

| awoke to fingers gently caressing me into a cognitive state. So soft. So loving and tender. A smile crosses my 
lips as | take in this deep feeling of relief. Finally everything is as it should be. Finally | can release all the worry 
that had burdened me. This was it. This was what | had been looking for all along. 


My lids part and go white at the brightness in the room. 


"Izzy baby wake up," A voice says from the brightness. | force my eyes to focus on the contrasts. Slash's 


face comes to view hovered over me. "I've got great news |zz" 


| fly up to a seated position and instantly allow my eyes to scan the room. Where did Nikki go? He isn't here. 
Not even a sock remains from where he had been last night. Was it real? Was Nikki here at all? Am | losing 


my mind and fucking ghosts? 
"You ok Izz?" Slash asks me. 
| stare at him a moment in confusion. 


"Izz listen.| don't know how..but somehow Nikki didn't die. He's alive and no one has seen him since he walked out 


of the hospital." 


| can just stare as my mind runs wild Last night was real. | fucking knew it. But where the fuck was Nikki? 


Why wasn't he here? Where did he go? Did he leave me a note? Why did he leave? 

"Izz did you hear me?" Slash asks with a smile, "Sixx is alive.” 

What was happening? Why was Slash here and where did Nikki go? 

"Aren't you happy?" He asks pulling me into a hug. "Now you don't have to be sad anymore." 

| stifle the screams rising in my throat and just rest there on Slash. What was happening? Why did Nikki just 


leave without saying goodbye? My answer came a few days later when | learned that the Crue had been sent 


to Europe to complete their tour. | couldn't help but feel played Used. Damn Nikki. 


Moving On 


Moving On 

Nikki's POV 

| don't think I've said five words to my band members since we got to Europe. They're probably enjoying the 
fact since | normally am bitching at them. | just don't know what to say. Everyone is treating me like a fine 
crystal vase with a chip in it. 

However their newly found concern for me seems fake. It's not so much that they're worried about me, it's 
that they're worried about themselves. | mean lets face it, there would be no Motley Crue without Nikki Sixx. | 
don't know how but | stumbled on three of the most illiterate fuckers on the planet when it came to song 
writing. 

Don't get me wrong, I'm far from a fucking genius myself. My most recent action prove that. | couldn't believe 
| had skipped out on Izzy like that. He actually loved me. He loved me and | ran the fuck away. God | was so 
stupid. 

"Hey Nikki," Tommy sighs and sits across from me on the Motley jet. 

| say nothing as my eyes scan his demeanor. He's upset about something. "What?" | ask. 

He lets out a long sigh, "Heather don't want kids man." 

| roll my eyes, "You're still pretty young dude." 

"Yeah," he nods and pours himself a shot of Jack. "Its just. want kids, you know." 

Im silent as | watch him drink his shot. 

"So you want to talk about your overdose yet?" he asks. 

"Not really no," | shake my head. 

"Well will you at least tell me if its my fault?" 

| sigh, "It's no ones fault Tommy, it was just an accident." 


Tommy chuckles, "Leave it to Sixx to ‘accidentally’ die." 


| slightly smile and look out the plane window to the blanket of white clouds below us. 


"So how is your guitarist?" Tommy then manages to ask. 

| look over at him and shake my head, "I don't have a guitarist, unless you mean Mick, but | don't think you do." 
"You know damn well who | mean Nikki," he cuts his eyes at me. 

Yeah. | knew. | glance down at the tray of blow before me. "Izzy and Slash are together again" 
"That never stopped you before,” Tommy hufts. 

My eyes glance up at him. "You almost sound jealous T-Bone." 

"Why shouldn't | be, he came between you and me." Tommy shrugs. 

‘No he didn't Tommy. We came between us..you and me." 

Tommy draws in a deep breath. "You still think about us?" 

"Sometimes," | shrug. 

"You ever think about giving it another shot?" He asks me nervously biting on his lip. 

| don't even hesitate in my answer. "No." 

"What?" he asks sounding hurt. 

"You and me just can't work out Tommy. Just be happy with your wife." 

"But | want to be happy with you." He almost whines like a child. 


| swear to fucking god he amazes me. Only Tommy Lee can utter babies and adultry in almost the same 


breath. 
"Well what about some hot sweaty sex every once in a while?" He asks with a hopeful smile. 


| just roll my eyes with a smirk on my face. While that isn't entirely unappealing | sill have no desire for it. 
Right now all | can think about is Izzy. | missed him. 


Something's Changing Inside You 
Something's Changing Inside You 


Slash's POV 


| thought |zz would be so fucking relieved when | told him Sixx had made it. | thought he would let go of the 
guilt he had been carrying around. | thought he could put it all behind him and just move on. Move on with me 
and making our love work. It was time for us to be happy. And it was well past time in letting Nikki deal with 


his own fucked up problems. 

But it didn't seem like Izzy was feeling any relief. He didn't even smile. He just looked at me funny. Funny like 
maybe he hoped it was all some lie. Eventually his face just went blank. Blanker than in the depths of the 
deepest smack binge imaginable. It was empty. 

For two days this went unchanged. He just sat in his window and stared out of it blankly. He didn't move. He 
didn't eat. Getting words out of him was virtually impossible. | begged him to talk to me, but he wouldn't. | wish 
Axl was here so he could read Izzy and tell me what the fuck is wrong with him. | just didn't know how. 

One day | got a call from Sixx. He told me they were back on tour in Europe. He assured me he wasn't doing 
smack and was feeling better. He asked how the guys were. | filled him in and when | got to Izzy he got quiet. | 
tried to go into more detail but he quickly cut me off and said he had to go. 

Something changed in Izzy that day. He had intently watched me when | was talking with Sixx. He looked as if he 
was waiting for me to pass him the phone. When | hung up that hopeful look turned into something else. Pain 
and regret. 

He went straight to the bathroom and shot up. When he came out he grabbed a bottle of Jack and killed about 
half of it in one upturned gulp. He walked over to the coffee table and got down on his knees. He snort about 
three rails of coke and stood up searching the room. 

"You seen my keys?" He dryly asks never looking at me once. 

"Izz | really don't think you should be driving at the moment." 

He snorts, "Why you think | snorted the coke dumbass?" 

"Where are you going, I'll come with you." | say. 


"Can't I've gotta go score," he says moving couch cushions looking for his keys. 


"Aren't you even curious how Sixx is?" | shrug kind of in shock he hadn't asked. He had been so fucking worried 


about him. And when he found out he was alive and no one had heard from him he just aimlessly stared out 
the window. | know he was waiting on some word about him that whole time. Now there's word and he asks 
nothing? 

"Sounds like he's doing just fine," Izzy softly replies as he gets down on his knees to look under the couch. 
‘Izz..is something wrong You're being weird" 

"Why would anything be wrong? Sixx is fine. Now we can all go on with our lives. Which happens to include 
scoring some smack. Fuck! Where are my goddamn keys?!" He snaps in frustration and pounds his fists on the 


floor. 


"Why the fuck are you so mad? | thought you'd be happy to hear from Nikki?" | say and follow Izzy to the 


kitchen where he still searches for his keys. 

"Elated" he says in a monotone with a blank face digging through shit on the counter top. 

"Yeah, you really seem it" | huff 

"Where's your keys?" He asks me holding out his hand 

"You're not driving my shit all fucked up," | shake my head 

"Like you don't" he rolls his eyes 

"Izzy you just shot up, give it a while. Whats the rush?" | try to reason 

"It wasn't shit, just a taste. | need more. We need more" He shakes his hand out at me again urgently 
Against my better judgement | give him my keys. | probably shouldn't have. The junkie in me did it. | felt my 


stomach sink when | watched Izzy peel out of his driveway in my car. Doom swept me. | had a feeling | was 


going to regret letting him leave. 


Unimaginable 
Unimaginable 
Izzy's POV 


| drove Slash's car to the dirtiest, grittiest smack den | could find in West Hollywood. The kind of place where 
squatters dwell. The places people sneak off to do their smack. Where prostitutes come to fuck for junk. It was 
just an falling down shack with broken windows, peeling paint, and littered with broken needles and trash. 


| didn't want to go anywhere | could be found. | just wanted to sink into oblivion. | wanted to lose myself. | 
wanted to lose my love for that son of a bitch Nikki. How could he use me and leave me like that? 


| had believed he was being so sincere that night. | bought it, hook line and sinker. Maybe | wanted to believe it 
because | did. But fuck how could he be so convincing? How could he say all that and make love to me and just 


sneak out without a fucking word? Why didn't he leave a note? A fucking phone call? 


| felt so goddamn stupid. All this time had he been playing me? Was | just some fall back guy when shit didn't 
go right with Tommy? Was | his way to get over him? Did | make it possible for him to move on and forget 
Tommy? Well who the fuck was supposed to do that for me? Slash? 


After Nikki told me everything he said that night anything | thought | felt for Slash went away. | didn't love 
him. The truth was | only thought | did. But it wasn't real. Nikki had been real. As real as real gets. But now he 


was gone. Why did he leave me? 

The hours turned into days. | have no clue how long | have been here. No clue how much smack I've done. Nor 
do | give a fuck. | just want to kill Nikki from my soul. Why isn't it working? Why can't | make him go away? 
Why can't | disregard him as easily as he had me? 

Was it all just some sick game because he was bored? Nikki tended to toy with lives like that sometimes. 
Maybe all of this was just to get Tommy. Or to get back at Tommy. Fuck for all | know they may be having a 


candle lit dinner in France or some shit. 


My dinner comes in a blackened spoon My dessert isn't truffles or cheesecake. It's some skanky hooker sucking 


my dick for all she's worth. She aint worth much obviously. As much as | would like to cum | just can't: 
"Izzy," A voice says. 


| lift my head and find the strength to raise my eyelids. It's dark. Too dark to see the person before me, but | 
know that fucking voice any fucking where. It's Axl. 


"Come on Iz, time to go," he says shoving the chicks head away from my dick. 


"How the fuck did you find me?" | lazily drawl as | shove my cock back in my pants. 


"Because | know you. Dont you remember that time you left Hollywood Rose because | fired Chris? This is the 


same place." 


| wobble to my feet. "I didn't ask for you to come looking for me then, and | sure as fuck don't need you to 


now. 
"Don't bullshit me |zz, Slash say's you've been gone in his car for six fucking days." 
When he says the word six | cringe. | quickly hover over as yellow bile spills out of me. 


"Look at you man," Axl sighs. "This is bullshit. You're gonna tell me what the fuck is wrong with you." He says 


holding my arm to stabilize me. 

| jerk away from him, "Fuck off! | don't need your help. | don't fucking need anybody." 

‘Izzy, you're my best friend and | love you. You're going to let me help you in one fucking way or another." 
"| said fuck off!" | yell. 

'Izz.l'm doing this because | love you." 


The next thing | know he is swinging at me and | take a direct hit to the jaw. A knock out shot. | go down and 
everything fades to black..hummm that always was one of my favorite Stones songs. 


The Best Friend 


The Best Friend 

Axis POV 

| know Izzy better than even he cares to admit. When Slash called me in hysterics telling me how long Izzy had 
been gone, | knew what he was doing. Izzy's quick to run away and try to hide behind dope. He does this every 
time he doesn't want to face something. I'd be lying if | said | didn't see this one coming. I'd seen it coming since 
Nikki sliced himself apart and Izzy found him. 

| look over at Izzy in the back of the limo next to me. He's fucking nodding and drooling. That son of a bitch. I'd 
kill him if | didn't love him so much. It was dangerous as fuck to show up to a place like that in a limo. But | 
don't drive, never have. 

"Izzy," | shake him, stay awake man" 

"Just take me to a hotel," he faintly says. 

"Something wrong with your place?" 

"Dont feel like dealing with Slash," he sighs. 

"He's not mad, just scared shitless." 


"| dont want to see him, ok?" He blankly stares at me. 


Silence wraps around us for a moment. | get whats going through his head. "You don't want to be with him now 


do you?" 
He just looks out the window with his laxed drugged out eyes 
"You fell in love with Sixx, didn't you?" | softly ask 

He glances at me and his eyes flutter away. 

"Izz just tell me what happen," | sigh 

"Its not your problem," he answers. 


"When my best friend spends six days in a crack house doing smack that makes it my business." | inform him. 
Should | call Nikki and get my answers from him?" 


Izzy huffs, "Good luck with that and all." 


"Goddamnit Izzy," | snap, "We've always been able to tell each other anything. I've never judged you or thought 
less of you. Please talk to me. You're scaring the hell out of me, not to mention Slash and the rest of the 


guys." 


His eyes float back to mine then he looks down at his hands. After Nikki walked out of the hospital he came to 
my place. He needed a fix so fucking bad and | gave him one. He told me he was in love with me and | told him | 


felt the same." 

"What?" | ask 

"Yeah, then we made love. | was so fucking happy Ax. | just lay there watching him sleep feeling so fucking 
lucky to have him at last. The next morning | woke up to gentle strokes on my cheek. | thought it was Nikki. 
When | opened my eyes it was Slash coming to tell me Nikki was alive but no one had seen him." 


"Where was Nikki?" | ask 


"He snuck out sometime before | woke up. He just fucking left without a goodbye or a note. He told me all that 
shit and then he just fucking left me." | can see the tears working up in his eyes. 


"lzz.lm sorry." 


"How could he do that to me Ax? Just wrap me around his finger and then cut it the fuck off? | would have 
been everything he needed. Why did he just vanish?" 


| wish | had an answer to give you Izz. But | can tell you that a six day long smack binge isn't the answer. Nor 


is going to a hotel. You're coming to my place." 
"No the fuck I'm not," he snaps. 


"You want to try and stop me? You're a 120 pound junkie, | think | can take you. There's no debating this shit. 
You're coming home with me and getting your shit together. You can have a fix every I2 hours, that's it. 


You're going to get it the fuck together for the band" 
"You're not my fucking father!" He yells at me. 


"No shit, your own father wants as little to do with you as fucking possible because you're a fucking junkie! 
But | care enough to save you from yourself Iz. Slash does too, but | think he's too much of the problem 
right now. So just do what you do best Iz, hide from the world till you can face it. But you're hiding at my 


place. End of fucking discussion Isbell!" 


Pain Killers 


Pain Killers 

Nikki's POV 

| stagger down a hallway with a bottle of Jack loosely dangling in my hand. People wasted off their asses litter 
the hallway. It looks more like a brothel than a hotel. Well maybe one of those motels that charge by the hour. 
This is to be expected. It's Motley's floor. 


Some drunk bitch comes up to me with her tits hanging out. She's holding them with pride asking if | want to 
feel them. "They feel so real," She smirks. 


| just give her a snarky smirk and bring the bottle of jack to my mouth. Well they don't look real," | say. 


"You motherfucker,” she says getting mad but | just shove her aside and aimlessly stumble on down the hall 


Toward my room. 
| pass an open room and glance inside. | see Vince sprawled out on a bed with three girls surrounding him. He 
see's me watching and winks at me. | tip my bottle at him but return no smile. My shoulder leans into the wall 


as | slide further down the hallway. 


The next door | approach opens before me. Standing tall and lanky and barely clothed is Tommy. | can tell by 
the look on his face that he is fucking smashed. 


"We need to talk," He says grabbing me by the arm and pulling me inside his room. | almost lose my bottle in 
my hand. Tommy shuts his door and turns to me as | stand there swilling Jack 


"What?" | shrug. 
"Nikki | hate the way we've grown apart. | hate that you fucking fell for fucking Stradlin. | love you." 


| roll my eyes and take another drink. “Tommy if you ever really loved me you would have never married 


Heather." 
"| made a mistake. | shouldn't have married her, all we do is fight over you.” 
"Well there's no need now, is there?" | shrug. 


"So that's it? we're really over? You just counting the days until you're with your precious Izzy again?" He 


snarls Izzy's name. 


My eyes fall to the floor, "Nah.that ship's set sail too." 
"What?" He asks sounding truly shocked. "It's over? Why?" 


| shrug and take another drink "lm too fucked up in the head for anybody Tommy. With you it was different 
because you don't get it. You live in the moment, not inside your own head like me. It worked only because you 
couldn't see inside my head. But Izzy is different. He knows exactly what it's like to be in my head. And | love 
him too much to poison him with that shit. And | care too much about you as a friend and band member to 


let anything ruin that. Izzy would have ruined us just the same as | would have ruined him." 
"So everything is back to the way it was?" Tommy asks. 
| look down still and slightly nod. "It's the only way it can be." 


Tommy wraps his arm around my waist and slithers closer to me. "That's the only way | ever wanted it to 


be," he says and kisses my neck. 


| want to push him away. | should. But | can't. My mind is filled with images of a sexy quiet raven haired 
guitarist. | imagine Izzy's lips there on my neck. | think of that night when we made love. | can honestly say 


that was the best and the worst night of my life. 
"Do you want me darlin?" Is what | imagine Tommy whispering into my ear but he would never call me darlin. 


No. | didn't want Tommy. | only wanted Izzy. But right now l'm at that stage of drunk that ugly chicks become 
hot, fat chicks turn into size b's, and my imagination can turn Tommy into Izzy. And that's exactly what 
happens. 


| take Tommy's lips with mine and kiss him the way | wanted to kiss Izzy. Soft. Sweet. Passionate. Allowing my 
lips to tell Tommy everything | imagined myself telling Izzy. For a while it works. 


"Wow, where did that come from?" Tommy asks in bewilderment as our lips part. 


Im snapped from my Izzy day dream but don't want to be. | roughly grab Tommy's jaw. "Shut up. You're 


ruining it" | shove him face first down on his bed. 


He just had to open his fat mouth and draw me back to reality, didn't he? | try to imagine Izzy again as | take 
off my belt, but it's just not working. | reach forward to Tommy and jerk his shorts down in the back. | try so 
goddamn hard to think of Izzy. 


| just can't. All | can think about was how much easier life had been before | ever fucked Tommy. He twisted 
my head in circles and turned around and hurt me more than any other living human being ever had. And in 
the middle of it all he brought Izzy and | closer and closer together. Tommy is the reason | fell in love with 

Izzy. Tommy was the reason | couldn't be with Izzy. He was jealous. And Motley Crue would suffer. | sold my 


soul for this band. | couldn't ruin it. Not for anyone. 


| wanted to hate Tommy. | wanted to hurt him for hurting me. | spread his ass and spit in the crack. | lunge 
my dick into him roughly. | wind his hair around my fist and pull his head back. Through sneering teeth | smirk, 
"This what you want T-Bone?" 


Never Knew Him At All 


Never Even Knew Him 

Tommy's POV 

| never in a million years would have thought that Nikki could be so vicious. | should have. I'd been in bar fights 
with him. Beat cops with him. Been in rival band altercations at his side. Fuck we had even exchanged our fair 


deal of blows with one another. But | never thought he would purposely hurt me like this. 


| scream in pain and beg him to stop as his dick pounds in my ass like he's trying to set the land speed record 
and reach depths his dick isn't even capable of going. 


He just laughs with this detached demonic growl, "But this is what you wanted sweetheart..you and me, fucking 
behind Heather's back." 


"Not like this you're hurting me dude! Please stop," | beg in a shaky voice. 

He leans even further into my ear with a sadistic growl as he yanks my hair. "What the fuck do you know 
about pain?"he slams into me even more causing my cries to go completely silent. "You know what pain is 
Tommy? Pain is slicing yourself to shreds and praying to die because the person you thought you loved was 
with someone else." 

| say nothing as he continues to savagely fuck me and babble all this shit in my ear. 

"Pain is listening to the sound of the one you love fucking someone else through the wall. Dis it even hurt you 
to hear me fucking Izzy that time? Did it ever hurt you the way it did me when | had to hear you fuck that 
cunt?" 


"Nikki! Please stop! | can't take anymore!" | find my voice to cry out. 


"That sounds so familiar," he smirks, "didn't | beg you not to marry Heather? Didn't | tell you how much it 
hurt and that | couldn't take the pain?" 


"Nikki please! M BEGGING!" 


He just lets go of my hair with a laugh and grabs my hips and holds me and fucks me even harder if that's 
possible. 


"You said you liked watching me make Izzy beg. You should love this then" 


"NIKKI!" | cry and do my best to crawl away. But it's no use. The demon inside Nikki has ripped out and is 


lashing at me. "I'm sorry Nikki!" 


"Sorry?" He huffs, "Yeah you probably are now, aren't you? Whats the matter T-Bone, it work better for you 
when you're the one fucking me? Too bad, it's about time you fucking learned what it feels like to get fucked" 


"Nikki please baby," | wail, "Im so fucking sorry | ever hurt you!" 


‘lm not so sure I've gotten through to you yet T-Bone," He says pumping me super hard before pulling out of 
me. He rolls me onto my back and straddles my chest and cums in my face adding final insult to injury. He 
gives me a twisted smirk and wipes himself off with my sheets. He climbs off me, pulls up his pants and 
leaves me there fucking bleeding. 


Wreckage 


Wreckage 
Axl's POV 


You know | always thought Izzy was so fucking strong. Izzy never let on if a situation bothered him. He rarely 
voice opinions. He was just always this cool calm fucker with skin like a crocodile. | always envied the way he 
could maintain a cool sense of rationality when | usually blew my lid. Izzy found the humor in bad shit and it 
usually made the air around him seem less thick Izzy was a happy go luck guy when he wasn't all smacked 


out. 


But some how in this last year that shit just faded away. He won't tell me everything about Slash but | think | 
get it. He fell in love with Slash, Slash hooked up with his chick. Tommy got married and left Nikki all alone and 
hurting. Yeah, | get it, they had a common ground to help through the pain. But apparently somewhere along 
the way sympathy morphed into much more for Izzy. It's too hard to surmise with Sixx. 


| put Izzy up in my guest room. I've seen him sick from the lack of smack before but not like this. It's really 
bad this time. He's been bingeing hard for a while now. The two little doses | give him every I2 hours are only 
enough to keep him from going delirious. He's a wreck Sick as a dog, vomiting, sweating, can't hold shit down. 
I've been giving him shots of water just to keep him hydrated. | think the act of me shooting him up calms 


him a bit, even if it is just water. 

| walk into the room where he is. He looks like he just went swimming in his clothes and passed out in the bed. | 
go to the bathroom and get some Tylenol and a wet rag. | return and sit at the edge of the bed. | place my 
hand on his sweaty forehead. | haven't been able to get his fever to break. 

| wipe his forehead and his eyes open. He looks at me shamefully. Izzy hates it when people see him weak and 
vunerable, even me. "Here take some more tylenol, | say handing them to him with a glass of water. "You're 
still running a fever." 

He struggles as his muscles shake to lift his head enough to take the pills as | help him with a sip of water. 
Izzy looks to me with blank eyes, "He's not going to come back is he?" 

"Its Nikki, who the fuck knows?" | shrug. 


Tears work into his eyes. "| should have listened to you when we were kids." 


"When | told you | liked boys and girls..you told me that shit just couldn't work. You said | couldn't have my 
cake and eat it too. You were right Ax." 


"| was fucking 14, what did | know? | just didn't want you trying any gay shit on me 

"You never had a thing to worry about man. don't like blondes and red heads. 

| smirk, "Good thing Isbell’ 

"So what do | do now Axl?" He asks softly staring into my eyes as | wipe the sweat off him 


"Maybe you should just do you for a while. | read somewhere that after a serious break up you should buy a 
plant and keep it alive for a year, if you do, then you get a dog, then a year later you get back in that saddle." 


"Axl what the fuck kind of shit you be reading?" he asks me with a faint smile. 
"Shit in airports and waiting rooms and limo's and hotels and shit." 

We're quiet a moment. "| need a shower but | don't think I'm up for it yet 
"Take your time Iz" 


"Ax. really appreciate what you did by dragging me out of that place and bringing me here. Dis Slash get his 


car back?" 

| nod, "He calls everyone every day trying to find you. | didn't tell him you were here. | just acted worried too." 
"Thanks, I'm just not ready to face him yet" 

"What are you gonna tell him when you do?" | ask him. 

He sighs, "That its over." 


"He's gonna get the impression you're leaving him for Nikki. He already suspects your litle dissapperance act 


had something to do with him." 


"| guess that's not entirely true..But I'm not saying goodbye to Slash to live happily ever after with Nikki. I'm 
saying goodbye to them both." 


"What if Nikki comes back crawling?" | wonder aloud. 


"He won't," Izzy sadly shakes his head, He left like that for a reason. | dont know what, but | know him well 


enough to know he isn't coming back for me." 


"Would you take him back if he did?" 


Izzy thinks long and hard with tears streaming down his cheeks. "I don't know if I'm strong enough to tell him 


No. 


Let Go 
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Let Go 
Nikki's POV 


| woke up with a four alarm hangover. An empty bottle of Jack is in the bed with me. My clothes are barely 
on. Normally my first impulse would be to dial up Tommy's room and ask him what we did last night. But | 
don't need to. Unfortunately | remember all too fucking well 


| sigh and sit up on the edge of the bed and reach for a cigarette. God | was so drunk last night. Furious on 
whiskey. It always did make me want to fuck or fight. It would appear as though | had done both. My stomach 
drops at the thought of what | did to Tommy. | really fucking hurt him. | know | had to have. 


But last night | was so drunk and so goddamn mad. And Tommy's not the sharpest tool in the shed. Sometimes 
you had to draw him pictures for him to really get it. | guess | should have painted the picture in something 
other than his own blood. | look down and can see the dried blood all over my lower stomach where | had 
savagely raped him. Fuck. Rape. God | can't believe | did this shit. | was just so fucking mad and hurt. And | 
wanted to hurt Tommy because he had hurt me. 


"Fuck," | hiss and bound from the bed in search of something intoxicating to get into my fucking blood system. 
Nothing. No booze. No smack. Not a pill in fucking sight. Not even a tiny smidgen of coke residue. 


| grab my head. Fuck what have | done? Tommy's my drummer. My best friend. The guy | loved once. How 
could | lose it like that? How could l.. 


KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK 
Fuck. It's that knock | always know anywhere. Tommy's drum roll of a knock. 
"Nikki! Dude wake the fuck up!" 


| exhale smoke and cross over to the door. My hands shake as | unlock it slowly. | go over and over again in 


my head of how to tell him how sorry | am. | crack the door open a few inches and stare down at the carpet. 


"Here," Tommy says shoving a piece of paper at me. 

"What's this?" | ask looking at it. 

"My resignation” 

"Tommy no, you can't leave the band. | don't want you to go," | say shoving the paper back at him. 
He furrows his brows and looks at me, "I think after last night that's all there's left for me to do.” 
"Tommy I'm so fucking sorry about last night. was so drunk and." 


"You're not sorry," he cuts me off. You've been looking for every way you could to get back at me since my 


fucking wedding. Do we need to do a recap of the fucking events?" 


| shake my head, "Nothing has ever hurt me more than you marrying Heather. Don't you get it Tommy? | 
wanted to be her. | wanted to be with you the way she was. You know | thought | could just keep shit simple 


but | couldn't. | couldn't not fall completely in love with you and become this jealous animal." 
"Well it gave you all you needed to end up falling for Stradlin though, didn't it?" 


| glance at him and my eyes quickly flutter away. "Every time | wanted you you weren't there. But Izzy always 
was. He always had time to try to pick up my broken pieces. He saved my fucking life Tommy. You'll never 
understand the gratitude, respect, admiration, or love | have for him. Izzy actually showed me what love is 
Tommy. It was supposed to be you, but some how fate made it him instead," | sigh, “All | ever fucking wanted 
was someone to think of me before they thought of themselves. Someone to read through my bullshit and call 
me on it. Someone to be there for me when | was in tears. Someone who would do whatever it took to try to 
save me from my own self destruction | so wanted it to be you T-Bone..but it wasn't. And subconsciously..| 
guess it pissed me off that Izzy was everything | wanted you to be. But | walked out on him. | walked out 
because | don't want to hurt him.not like I've let you hurt me or not like I've hurt you. Izzy deserves so much 


better than me. And | deserve more than what we had. So | left without even saying goodbye." 


"You always tell me how fucking stupid | am," Tommy sighs, "Well how fucking stupid are you to walk out on 


someone who is everything you've ever wanted?" 
‘lm saving lzzy for all the times he's saved me." 


"Bullshit Nikki," he shakes his head, "You're just too scared he will hurt you too. That's why no one has ever 
been able to love you Nikki, you don't fucking let them. You use people until they no longer serve your purpose. 
Just like me. The only reason you want me here is to play the fucking drums. you stopped giving a fuck about 


me almost as soon as you started." 


"What happen with us should have never happened. It's just like | always preached to Vince and Mick, don't shit 
in your own back yard. Tommy we are band mates first and foremost. Look what the fuck we've done with 
this shit. Do you want to lose all this because we tried to make something work and couldn't? Our relationship 
with this band works. Its the only thing that works. Don't go Tommy. You can get back at me if it makes you 
feel be.just please don't leave the band" 


"One condition," Tommy says holding up his index finger. 

"Anything." 

Then he slugs me in the jaw. "You never lay another fucking finger on me again. You never call my wife a 
fucking cunt again. And this entire year is never spoken of again. There is no you and me. There's no more 


Terror Twins. From here on out it's strickly business. Got that?" 


| just nod holding my jaw as Tommy storms off. 


Time 
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Time 
Slash's POV 


| didn't see Izzy for an entire month after he ran off in my car. It just showed up mysteriously six days after 
it disappeared. Not a scratch was on it. | went to Axl to try to get information but he tells me he hasn't 
heard from Izzy. | can tell it's a fucking lie. Axl doesn't seemed very worried. Believe me if Izzy was missing for 
real Axl would turn up every stone from here to Indiana to find his ass. Izzy never escapes Axl. He could be at 
a fucking pay phone at the fucking Grand Canyon and the phone would ring with Axl on the other end bitching. 
Izzy says Axl always manages to find him. So | know this bastard is lying to me. 


Izzy's house is completely untouched. The front door isn't even locked. He hasn't step foot in the place. Not one 
item has been moved. There's dust an inch thick on shit. Axl has to know where Izzy is. No way would he go 
this long without talking to Izzy. So | go stake out Axl's fucking house. 

And there | see him through the window while | hide in the bushes. He's just sitting in a chair and staring off 
into space. His only movements come from his arm bringing a cigarette to his lips. He looks surprisingly well 
actually. His skin looks darker than | have ever seen him before. His hair is shorter, and the black dye is fading 
out. If | didn't know any better I'd say he was sober. Like truly fucking sober. 

So | wait in the bushes for days drinking Jack incesively, and shooting up when the need strikes before Axl's 
hermit ass leaves giving me a chance to storm the castle and catch Izzy alone. So | do just that. | burst 
through the front door on my white horse with a sword waving in the air. 


'Izzy..what the fuck?" | question. 


He doesn't even seem surprised to see me. In fact he almost looks like he's been waiting for me. He puts out 
his cigarette and just leans his head on his hand. 


"So this is where you've been? Surfing in fucking Malibou?" 
He sighs with just a nod. 


"Why are you hiding from me? From every fucking body?" 


His eyes scan me a moment, "You're drunk." 


"Don't change the fucking subject. So you obviously aren't drunk, not my problem. Why the fuck are you 


here?" | demand 
"Axl found me," he shrugs. 

| knew it! | knew Axl had been lying. "He's been telling me he hasn't seen you in a month! Why?" 

Izzy glances down at his shoes, "Because | asked him to. 

"Why the fuck would you do that?" | ask with tears welling up in my eyes. But | already knew the answer. 


Izzy just looks at me with a stone expression of indifference. Yeah, | get it. He's done with me. He just doesn't 


have the balls to tell me to my face. Just run off and hide. Typical fucking Izzy. 
"You pussy motherfucker," | seethe, "Not enough balls to tell me like a fucking man?" 
‘It wasn't my intention.| was..sick," he softly replies. 

"You look pretty fucking healthy to me." 


"Now | am. Slash..'m clean now. Completely, not pot, no booze, no smack, no coke, nothing. It gave me some time 


to do some thinking and shit. | have to make some changes now. | don't want to slip again." 
‘lm one of the changes aren't |?" | ask with a lump in my throat. 
Izzy just looks down with a slight nod. 


"Why Izzy? What did | do? What brought his on? Everything was fine. We were fine. And you just run off. 
Where did you go? And why?" 


He closes his eyes and rubs the bridge of his nose. "That morning when you came and told me about Nikki." 
"Yeah?" 


"Well | already knew he was alive. | spent the entire night with him. He told me he loved me Slash. | fucking 
froze up. But when he tried to leave." 


"What?" | press. 


His eyes look up at mine in compassion, "| couldn't let him leave. | love the son of a bitch Slash. | love him like | 


thought | did you. But | lost you once..and | managed, but when | thought about losing him.| just couldn't” 


"So if you're so in love where is he?" | shrug. 

He huffs, "No one can seem to riddle me that one. | haven't heard one word from Nikki why." | see tears in his 
eyes now. "| started to realize once the shit got out of my system that | deserved him to do that to 
me.simply for me doing this to you right now." 


"So this is it? We're through? Over?" 


"It has to be this way," he nods, "For what it's worth l'm sorry. It was never my intention to hurt you in any 
way. Fuck it was never my intention to feel anything for you at all.and for that I'm sorry." 


"How do you expect us to play on fucking stage together now?" | ask. 

"For the glory..for the cash. How hard can it be after all we have been through to get this far?" 

| narrow my eyes and glare at this cold son of a bitch. "I hope it fucking hurt you when he left you piece of 
shit. Fuck you for putting me through this! Now I'm fucking stuck having to see you day in and day out? Fuck 


you Izzy! | hope Nikki hurts you right back into the end of a fucking needle again you piece of shit!" 


"Take comfort in knowing | will never be the same again. I'm done hurting. l'm done hiding. Fuck it. | just don't 


care anymore. Nikki took any care | had right with him out my door." 
"Good!" | yell at him. 


"So why are you still standing there Slash? Don't you have a girl at home waiting for you? Some smack dealer 


to find? Some bottle to polish off?" 
| turn on my heels, "Go to hell Stradlin," | say storming off. 


| can hear him faintly whisper two words. "I have." 


The White Trash Circus 
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The White Trash Circus 
Nikki's POV 


Care.| don't think | remember how anymore. Did | ever? Or had it all been like finding out about Santa, the 
Toothfairy, and Easter Bunny, a big fucking let down. A bald faced lie told to you by people who are supposed 
to care the most? What a fucking rip off. Love is too while we're at it and fuck you if you think | care. There 
is no goddamn care here anymore. Care is dead on Izzy Stradlin's door step. Go fucking find it and give it two 
adrenaline shots to the heart, see if it works. And fucking fuck it if it don't. Let it goddamn die a thousand 
shitty miserable deaths. Each one a death I've thought about, believe me. But you know what? | don't fucking 
care enough to even try anymore. | am done with caring. It's a useless fucking game of ‘cruecifiction’ And l'm 
done playing the fucking role of Jesus to all you Judas mother fuckers. Take that shit to heart and set it on 


fire. l'm done. 


So what the fuck do | do now? Now that there isn't a care in the world to be had for me? Not one goddamn 
floating look of concern. Not one stolen precious moment of glee. There is nothing here anymore. Just a dark 
emptiness. And that shit is brewing like a fucking kettle on a wood burning stove. Just dying to boil out. 
Evaporating until the pot glows fucking red and ignites. But who do | unleash it on when there is no fucking one 
to care? Not even me. Well then you just throw that shit on unsuspecting victims. They aren't hard to find. 


Tonight some ritzy Euro club will do the trick. A rig of perfectly calculated amounts of smack and coke should 
go nicely with two bottles of Jack and three halcion. Right? Lets play and just see what the fuck happens to 
my body. Fuck it. | don't care. Do you? Nah, | didn't fucking think so. So fuck this fucking club and every fucker 
in it. Fuck the bitch in the coat room whose tits | slobbered over. Fuck the fucking fat fucking bouncer who 
pulled me off her. Fuck Mick for telling me to cool it. Fuck Vince for licking the same fucking cunt and getting 
away with it. And while l'm at it fuck Tommy too just for general fucking purposes. He used to have my 
fucking back. But now, there's no one fucking watching. Fucking fuck them all! Burn this mother fucker to the 
ground! And yeah! Fuck the bartender who took the box of matches away from me too! l'm making this whole 
place my white trash circus Tonight! 


So order up some drinks and toast your ass good bye, I'm buying even Its the least | can do before | fuck the 
life out of every sinner in the three rings of this tent! Fucking fuck the goddamn whores trying to pull my 
cock out. Strike that. I'll just bend the bitch over the bar and fuck her right here. And fuck the fucking 
spectators telling me how to fucking fuck her. Its my dick, back up you mangy fucking mutts. Oh Vince wants 


to show off and lay a bitch across the bar too huh? Yeah that blonde bastard better step the fuck back 
before | bend his blonde ass across this bar and take a big steaming shit in his backyardlmaybe it would get 
that motherfucking point across to him. |. Do. Not. Give. A. Fucking. Fuck! 


And fuck hunchbacked Mick scowling at me from across the room. while he drinks straight Vodka from a 
fucking water bottle. Ooooh fucking Houdini! Yeah we're so fucking fooled you drunk fuck! Staring at me like I'm 
a goddamn embarrassment when he's the fucker bloating out like a balloon and being fucked over by the cunt 
backup | told him not to fuck! But Noooo! Nikki's just a fucking junkie why pay him any fucking attention? No, 
l'm just gonna shit right fucking here by the back door so | can be sure to get it stuck between the tread of 
my fucking five inch elevator lift boots! | like the smell. Wanna savor it, roll in it. Yeah Mick fuck you you 
short fuck! Wallow in your own shit! 


And would somebody fucking shut Tommy up for five seconds? Does he always have to be the loudest most 
obnoxious bastard in a room? That is one attention deprived son of a bitch right there. Bitch I'm the ring 
master tonight. Shut up before my dick is down your throat and silencing you! You motherfucker. And while I'm 
on the topic of motherfuckers and sons of bitches fuck Tommy's Mom too for not giving me any pussy when | 
tried! And fucking fuck his dad for laughing at me. Go draw some pictures you Greek no English speaking tease! 
Go translate your fucking stick figures! | got one for you right here, my middle fucking finger, draw it out, 


take a picture, universal language whore cunt! 


And while l'm at it, fuck the lead singer from Cheap Trick who is ignoring me at the bar. | tell you | fucking 
worship you and you roll your fucking eyes? well bitch let's see who's screaming out ‘Surrender, Surrender’ 
‘Nikki's alright he's just a little weird’, when | take a piss all over that shiny ass leather coat you're wearing 
you fuck! And fuck this fat cunt bouncer who is constantly in my face when l'm just trying to take a goddamn 
piss. Oh I'm pissing on the singer of Cheap Trick.pissing on my hero huh..well fuck him anyway! 


And Fuck Doc and Fred the hardest of all with leather strap on's and studded cock rings up the ass with no 
vaseoline or a reach around for dragging me out and loading me on a fucking plane like cargo! Fucking fuck 
them for flying me stateside and driving me all the way way out to Arizonafuckingnowhere and dumping my 


ass in some rehab! The lying fucks said it was a spa where | could get my dick sucked daily! Lying fucking 
fucks! 


And fuck this rehab! I'm out of this mother fucker just as soon as | can quit puking and shitting all over the 
place. But fuck them they all deserve to eat goddamn shit! Holy fucking rolling Jesus freak fucks! Fuck all 
twelve of your stupid steps! Fuck your higher power and slap it in the face with the big blue book! 


And Izzy Stradlin.all | want to do is forget you.but | fucking can't. 


Soul Searching 


Soul Searching 
Izzy's POV 


| never though | would be free of smack. | hadn't even planned it. But somehow Axl had me clean. It's fucking 
terrifying. | have all this emotion on me now. Depression. Anxiety. Its enough to make me need a fucking fix. 
But | don't want to. | want to be clean | have wanted to be for many years, tried many times. So l'm going to 


do what | have to to keep clean. 


So | take an extended tour of the states and just fucking travel. | even visit my family to try to salvage what 
little of a relationship we have left. A relationship the drugs came between. | suppose we made amends and are 
on the track to rebuilding. | don't know, I've stayed so distant and any time they heard from me it was only 


because | needed money or something. | was a shit. Just a junkie. I've wasted so much time being that. 


| even find myself parked outside of the rehab in Arizona where they took Nikki. Six months is what they gave 
him. Electra put their foot down. They're making Nikki complete the program or they're dropping them from 
the label. Motley Crue is Nikki's life. | hope he isn't self destructive enough to lose that too. 


| stare at the place for a long fucking time. But | can't find the courage to get out of my car. | want to see 
him so bad. | want to see him through sober eyes because | never have. Nor has he ever been sober. I've 
found that since | got sober no one seems the same to me anymore. Most of the people | no longer even like. 


Maybe it would be like this with Nikki too and | could finally let him go. But | can't bring myself to get out of 
the fucking car. 


Part of me is afraid that | won't like Nikki Sixx as a person. An even bigger part of me is afraid | would. He left 
me. He doesn't want me. Now | just have to figure out how to no longer want him. Is it even possible? Or is 


that son of a bitch always going to be stuck in the back of my head as the one that got away? 


Did | mean anything to him at all?All that shit he said to me, was it just to get laid? Did he fake all that 
compassion when we made love? Was he fucking toying with me just because he could? Why did he leave like 


that? 


My entire world is crumbling. Seeing everything more clearly is really fucking with me. Nothing in my life is 
right. The band is the most fucked up thing | have ever seen. Just this huge bloated monster. Axl acts like 
he's fucking god. Slash and Duff and Steven are all so fucked up | can't even stand being in the same room with 
them anymore. Shit just makes me want to get high. 


Not only that, but | went over our finical records out of sheer boredom. | fucking found a million dollars that 
someone just forgot. How many other times had they fucked us over because we were too fucked up to see 
it? Yeah, | wasn't liking what | was seeing all around me. 


Everyone is pissed at me because l'm just avoiding them. The band, management, the record company. But fuck. 
| have to. | can't deal with that shit sober and | do want to be sober. | feel better. | feel like | can think and 
care again. That tends to be a double edged sword at times, but | have to do this. | don't want to end up dead 
and thats exactly what will happen in the end for a junkie. | want to live. | want to move on and find something 
in life that resembles happiness. | just have to relearn what happiness is. Drugs have masqueraded that for so 


long. | have to completely start all over again and learn how to relive. And it's hard as fuck 


| bet it's even harder for Nikki. But | wish him the best. I'm not mad, just hurt and confused, feeling used. But 
still there is nothing but love for Nikki in my heart. | crank my car and pull away from the rehab leaving it in 
my rear view mirror. | just can't face him yet. And I'm sure he doesn't want to see me right now anyway. 


Maybe he never will. Requardless, it's his choice to make. 


Mind Fucked 


Mind Fucked 
Nikki's POV 


You know sometimes | hate the fuck out of TV and magazines. When | got home all my latest issues of Rolling 


Stone, Spin, Kerrang, Circus, and Guitar world were piled on my front porch, the mail box too fucking full. | 


gather them up and go inside. | cut on MTV out of sheer habit. 


"the band has not seen guitarist Izzy Stradlin who has recently become sober from a long battle with heroin.. 


What??? My eyes snap to the TV. Izzy was sober. Sober and missing? | start ripping open magazines. My eyes 
scan for all the GNR bullshit, see some of my own too. Apparently Izzy got sober just before | did. Axl says 
hes fucking traveling and avoiding the band. It also seems like he's just trying to fade away. 


Is that my fault? Is he running because of what | did to him? Sobriety makes me think about him even more. 
It makes me hate myself too for being so fucking stupid. | should have talked to Izzy and explained how | felt. 
But then | never did make the right choices about anything. 


| so wanted to see Izzy. | wanted to see him sober through my own sober eyes. Maybe we could actually talk 
and work out shit. But where could | find him? | call up Slash who is so drunk | can barely understand him. He's 
pissed as hell at Izzy and won't tell me shit. He seems pretty pissed at me too. He blames everything with Izzy 
on me. Who knows, maybe it is my fault. 


So | call Duff. He doesn't blame me, but he doesn't know shit either. All he knows is that Izzy is sober and 
traveling or something. He said he sent him a post card from Florida. Said he was visiting his dad, but that was 


like four months ago. 


So | bite the bullet and call Axl. The call wasn't what | was expecting. | was expecting a bitch fest, but Axl was 
surprisingly calm as shit. Pretty sure he was sober too. Axl told me he drug Izzy out of some crack house 


and brought him to his house where he got sober. He said Izzy left to travel and clear his head. 


Axl also told me how much | had hurt Izzy. As if | needed to hear that shit. He also told me how fucking much 
Izzy loved me. He really loved me. Axl also told me that the best thing | could do for Izzy was give him some 


closure. | knew he was right. But how could | if no one knew where the fuck Izzy was? 
And then Axl sighs and tells me that Izzy is in Indiana again. That he bought a house outside their home town 
in Lafayette. And to my utter fucking dismay, Axl gave me the address. So | hopped on the first fucking plane 


to Indiana. 


| got there and found Izzy's place. | pull up in a Taxi and sit there thinking of what the fuck to even say to 


him. | don't know if he's going to even see me. If he does he may just be on the defensive. Hell he may punch 


me. | would. 
Eventually | work up the nerve to get out of the taxi. | walk up to his door and knock. When he opens that door 
the sun just makes him glow. It's not like it used to be when he repelled the light all together. Izzy's skin glows 


and he looks so fucking awesome. Clean, healthy, tan. 


His eyes flutter to the porch when he sees me. | can see him searching for words but they don't appear to be 


coming. He's not slamming the door in my face, so lll take that as a good sign 
"Hi," | say shamefully and look down 

"How'd you find me?" He manages to ask 

"Ax" 

Izzy huffs and rolls his eyes. 


"Look if you want me to leave | understand. | just wanted to see you. | know what | did was wrong. | came here 


to explain and to apologize." 
He looks at me a moment, "You wanna come in?" 


So | do. We go into his living room and sit down. Izzy offers me tea | refuse and ask for water instead. We sit 


there awkwardly not having a clue what to say to one another. Izzy breaks the silence. 
"You wear sober quite nicely. You look real good," he shyly says without looking at me. 
"You too," | nod. 


Then there's more awkward silence that he leaves for me to break this time. ‘Izzy. don't want you to think 


that night meant nothing to me. It did. It was probably more real than anything has ever been for me." 

"Then why did you leave?" He shrugs still not looking at me. 

"Because you deserved better," | say and catch his eyes looking up at me. "Izzy if you were with me | would 
just break your heart. It's just what | do. | hurt the ones | love the most. I'm fucked in the head. l'm cold and | 
don't know how to think about anyone but me. I'm possessive and jealous. And that's not what you need." 


"Doesn't give you the right to make the choice for me." 


"Maybe.but believe me you'd thank me if you could. Even sober.| know I'm still suck a fucking jerk and fuck up. 
And maybe l'm always going to be. | can't subject you to that. | love you too much to ever hurt you Izzy." 


"You already have," he sighs. 

"But not as bad as | know | could. Fuck.! wish like hell | could be a better person. | wish | could be more like you 
zz, but I'm not. We lived two different lives. You had family, | didn't. You know how to love and all | know how 
to do is possess and control and call it love. | don't know how to give you the love you deserve. | wish | did 
because this shit hurts me too. You'll never understand how much." 

"So now you want me to let you go?" He softly asks. 

| nod, "And me you.in some other life this might have worked.but..” 


"Yeah," he shyly nods. 


Its quiet again for a long time. We just sit in silence glancing at one another like it pains us to do so. Finally I've 
had enough and stand up. 


"I should probably get going.” 


Izzy just stares at the floor. | turn and start for the front door. As | open it | can see Izzy's arm come 


across my shoulder and push it shut. He whispers in my ear. "Just let me hold you one last time." 


Grand Finale 


Author's Notes: 
thanks guys for reading this and letting me twist your minds. One last twist. Hope you guys enjoy. 


Grand Finale 
Nikki's POV 


| turn to look at Izzy right there behind me, by back at his closed front door. His eyes look so fucking sweet 


and serious. He leans in and kisses me. His lips barely touch mine. It's as if he's afraid to really kiss me. 
‘Izzy... 


He just shakes his head as he looks down. | don't know what to do so | wrap him up in my arms as tears come 


to my eyes. | can hear him sob softly. 

"Please don't cry," | sniffle 

He pulls back and looks at me. "im sorry. I's just hard.so fucking hard to let you go. 
"Hts hard on me too," | say drying my tears 


He nods, "I fucking hate this Nikki, but you're right.we would just destroy each other. | know it too, but it still 
hurts to let go." 


"Maybe one day it will stop," | shrug. 


'| won't entirely mind if it doesn't," Izzy says softly, "At least in some fucked up way | get to keep you with 


me always." 


| run my hand over his cheek and look into his eyes. I've never noticed before but one of his eyes has a touch 
of green in it, and the other doesn't. Guess this is just the first time I've been around him that his pupils 
weren't dilated. "I'll always have you in my heart Izz. | will never forget you of everything you've done for me. 
You saved my life Izzy, in so many fucking ways and | will forever be grateful to you for that. And Ill 
probably hate myself forever for being me..a fuck up." 


"Nikki, there's so much good in you. You just hide it to protect yourself. Believe me, | get it. I've been guilty of 
the same thing. Don't beat yourself up. I'm gonna be ok and you are too." 


"Maybe we can meet again in another life and get it right?" | smirk. 

"Who's to say we didn't get it right this time Nikki? Maybe we never stood a chance at all." 

"What if we did?" | question 

"Don't drive yourself crazy with What if's..that's all they are. If is such a huge word to only be two letters." 


A stupid rhyme | learned in kindergarten pops into my head. ‘Big and little are funny words. It makes no sense 


at all. For little to be the bigger word. And for big to be so small 
| pull him into me for a strong embrace. “I'm gonna miss the shit out of you Izzy." 
"You too," he sniffles into my neck "But its ok darlin" 

| release him with a nod. "I hope everything works out for you lzz' 


"And you too. Don't get back on the shit. Fight it and stay sober this time. | don't want to ever have to 


experience your death again." 

"| promise |zz." 

Izzy's POV 

My chest aches but at the same time | feel harmony. | feel the long needed closure between us. It was going 
to be ok. Even if we couldn't be together at least | know that what we had was real. Sometimes though things 
just aren't meant to last. Sometimes what feels so right turns out to be so wrong. 

"I just want you to know one thing before you go," | say. 

"What?" He asks wiping away a tear. 

"You always have felt unloved, unloveable. just know, no matter where you go in this world or in this 
life..somebody out there does truly love you. I'll always love you Nikki and I'll be here any time you need a 


friend, or sanctuary." 


He smiles sadly with a nod. He turns to leave again. He opens the door and steps out. He hesitates a moment 


and turns to look at me. "Thank you Izzy." 
"For what?" | curiously ask 


"For showing me what love really is. Now | know what it feels like. Thank you for being the only one to ever 


take the time to show me." 


It was effortless Nikki..real love is." 
He gives a soft smile. "maybe I'll see you at the circus." 
"Maybe," | nod. 


And he turns and leaves. That was the last time | ever saw Nikki Sixx face to face again. But | didnt hurt any 
more. | didn't even have regrets. Nikki was a lesson that | took to heart and carried with me always. | never 
stopped loving him, but | learned how to live with it. And | assume he did too since he ended up getting married 
three times and having four kids. 


As Nikki says it best in his own lyrics, "sometimes love's not meant to last, when you're too young to survive 


the crash..." 


